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The Secret of the Success of 


EGyrTiIAN DEITIES 


CIGARETTES 


is the “blend” of the Turkish tobaccos of which they 
are made! 


Each Kind of tobacco contributes something 


individual and separately characteristic to the perfect 


harmony of this blend. 
Most Turkish cigarettes sold in America are made 


of tobaccos bought here in the open market. 


Every 


ounce of the fourteen different Kinds of tobacco that 
are used in making DEITIES is selected by our resi- 
dent buyers in TURKEY and “no better” selection for 


quality is possible. 


TURKISH cigarette can be made.” 


EcyrpTiAN EMBLEMS 


are the same as DEITIES but with cork tips. 


For this reason “No better 


Ghis signature is on every box. 





THE FARMER MAN. 


[* WINTER when it ’s Wintertime 

And Croesus for his sables calls, 

The farmer, in his homely way, 
Puts on more pairs of overalls. 


More azure overalls he dons, 

And eke more coats of-yellow hue, 
And later on more overalls, 

And then a yellow coat or two. 


His hair is like a pound of tow, 
His whiskers like the tangled jute; 
He pulls the old Swede leggings on 
They wear where Arctic owlets hoot. 


He knots a scarf about his neck, 
And crowns him with acoonskin cap, 
And draws his leather mittens on, 


And cinches round his waist a strap 


© poor unlovely farmer man! 
O queer outlandish country clown! 
O roll of mean habiliments! 


© bale and bundle tied around ° 


And yet, where in the Winter wood 
He labors at his foolish work, 

The ancient company of trees, 
The oak and maple, beech and birk, 


They tell the world’s old myst’ries o’er 
That they have learned from age to age, 
And sigh and whisper them to him 
As softly as to prince or sage. 


And yet, when bitter twilight comes 
And he’s about his foolish chores, 
Perhaps it is as well with him 
As with a hero from the wars. 


The horses neigh to see him come 
As if the battle bugles blew ; 














“The Kohinoor in California's crown.”’ 


MOUNT SHASTA. 





There is no more beautiful sight of its kind 
than Mount Shasta, covered with snow and 
glistening in the sun. Thou'sands have traveled 
across the continent to see it, and felt well repaid 


for their time. The way to reach it is by the 


} 


NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES 


and their connections. Mouni Shasta is only about 

four and a half days from New York or Boston, 

and every lover of this country should see it. 
For details of rates and! trains, see a ticket 


agent of the New York Central. 


A copy of ‘‘ America's Winter Resorts” will be sent free, post- 


paid, on receipt of a postage stamp by George H. Daniels, General 
Passenger Agent, New York Central & Hudson River Railroad, 
Grand Central Station, New York. ; 




















The cattle stretch their necks and low 


For all his yellow coat or two. 


The frost is white upon his cheek, 
And of himself he makes no care, 
But from the Summer-gathered store 


He gives his beasts a double share 


The simple sheep look up at him, 
And follow after as he goes, 
And never laugh, that I have heard, 


To see that homely bale of clothes 


And at the end he stands and looks 
Far in the cold and yellow West, 
And thinks upon the lonely worid 


Like prince and sage and all the rest. 


LIKED THE METHOD. 
JouHNNy. —Sailors must know a lot 
about geography, Papa ? 
Papa.—Yes; they learn a lot by 
going to sea. 
Jounny.—I wish I could learn it 
that way! 


FALL AND WINTER. 


’ 


“The Winter of life, now!” quoth 
Time, with a mocking laugh. 

The woman regarded him serenely. 

“No; I guess I'll take another Fall 
out of you!” said she. 

Of course, Time could not help 


; himself. For in these days powders 


were become exceedingly cheap and 
effective. 


Cupp tsa guerilla who clings to primi- - 

tive weapons and extreme simplicity 
of uniform; but he has conquered 
many a boastful foe. 



























COMMERCE 


owes its growth to the steam- 
ship, the railroad and the 


Remington 
TYPEWRITER . 


The time and labor it saves, the 
volume of work it does and the 
opportunities it affords, com- 
bine to place the Remington 
Typewriter in the front rank of 
business builders. . | 














WyckorF, SEAMANS & BENEDICT, 327 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. 
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No sweeter or more acceptable CHRISTMAS BOX can be suggested 
than a box of the genuine 


Murray & Lanman’s 
FLORIDA WATER 


Most 


Delightful for the HANDKERCHIEF, TOILET and BATH. 
refreshing after Shaving 




















SOMETHING 


LACKING, 


MR. Isaacs (explaining the game).— Now, Shakey, dis vos a 


‘“‘knight,” and dis vos a ‘‘pawn;’’—you understand dot? 
JakeEyY Isaacs.—No, Fader; I don’t see der ticket! 


WINTER. 


N WINTER there is much to do; The sleigh bells tinkle in the night, 


However, that is nothing new ; The sleigh belles’ chatter gives delight, 


But, still, we find it very true. The sleigh bills simply are a sight. 


The snowflake has a lofty source, 
The snowball moves with greater force, 
The snowman often melts, of course. 


The matinée now holds its sway. 
Matin. pertains to morn; and, pray, 


Does matinée to matin? Nay! 


*T is excellent to have some skill; 
When on a sled we slide downhill 


The ice when smooth is best for skates, 
And skates for cutting figure 8s 


Friend Santa Claus disseminates. By skill we may avert a spill. 


Fur caps are often pulled down low; Where Winter goes is hid; but, then, 
When ftrigorifical breezes blow 


Men.want but little ear below. 


This much is fully known to men — 
It comes and goes and comes again. 


FF. S. B. 


HIS IDENTITY. 

LITTLE ENocu.— Uncle Peleg, what is a pirate ? 

FARMER BENTBACK.—A pirate, Enick, is an extinct humorist that used to 
bury gold in various places, so ’s that ever afterwards fellers that had n’t nothin’ 
better to do could go around with divinin’-rods in their hands, broad patches on 
their pantyloons, and fine, large wheels in their heads, a-tryin’ to locate it. 


A DISCUSSION. 


First TRamp.—You ought n’t to tell 
people you want a nickel to quench yer 
hunger. 

SECOND TRAMP.— Ain’t dat what 
yer do wit’ yer hunger? Dat’s 
correct ! 

First TRAmMp.—lIt ’s correct, 
all right; but it ain’t diplomatic. 






JUST SO. 

VisiToR.— What is 
sightly building ? 

NatTIve.— The blind asylum. 


that un- 


HIS REPLY. 


O_Lp GENTLEMAN.— Are you sure 
you love my daughter, sir? fi 

Younc Man.— Well, if I don’t, sir, ; 
she is the worst fooled girl in this town! 


ALL HE WANTED. 


“By Jove! I wish a —hic—rescuin 
party ‘d come along with a—hic— 
‘nother bottle!’ 


ONE OBJECTION to straining at gnats 
“js that it takes up time which might 
be devoted to swallowing camels. 


































This Attractive 
Calendar 


for 1902, artistically 
printed | in ten colors, 
size 10 X 12 Inches, 
combines utility with 
beauty; a pleasing 
wall decoration for 
home or oflice. Sent 
free. Fill out and 
mail coupon. 
























“THE PRUDENTIAL GIRL OF 1902” 


THE PRUDENTIAL 


Life Insurance Policy is a generous | 
and welcome Christmas gift, 
assuring your family of 
future comfort. 






THE - 


The Prudential PUBENTAL ~ 


Ae 
STRENGTH 1) 


Write for Information, Dept. P. 






Insurance Co. of America 


JOHN F. DRYDEN, HOME OFFICE: 
President. Newark, N. J. 




















Cut Out This Coupon and Send to THE PRUDENTIAL, Newark, N. J. 
Please send me copy of 1902 Calendar. 
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IF YOU WANT TO BE 
POPULAR 


BUY 
GRAND IMPERIAL 
CHAMPAGNE.... 


It is the highest priced 





AMERICAN WINE 





THE GOOD 
CHEER OF 
CHRISTMAS 


A BOTTLE 
of EVANS -§ 


acceateanateas ~:~ patataiis The Most Exclusive Wine Sold on the Americal Market. 
Bir, te, Be" Surrounds you .with an 
Pan-American Exposition | EXTRA QUALITY DRY BRUT “93” atmosphere of good will 
For sale by all the leading Hotels, Cafes | and peace with _ the 
and Clubs Everywhere One of the few private table: of world. ‘e ‘< ‘a Pa 4 
Price-lists of assorted cases on application. * “on Fafa tig lh ae 


~ GERMANIA WINE CELLARS Champagnes 


Hammondsport and Rheims, N. Y. 





THE MISCHIEF-MAKERS Can avoid over- served at the 
production only by quitting their 
line of business. 


7 ae At the Fashionable 
Hotels and Cafes 





KEISER 


BARATHEA That’s 
Note label. The Mark 











his Majesty, King 








Edward VII. | 1s well to remember ‘that the future 
: ° will bring, chiefly, what has been paid 


for in advance. 








_ FREDRICK’ GLASSUP = : 
Wists isons "ida, Oonshad BENEDICT alee 


States and Canada JEWELERS. , 
Fine Watches, Diamonds i 
ginal ‘eae and Rich Jewelry intr aaa 


Have Removed to the 
WASHINGTON LIFE INSURANCE 











you want to insist on see- THE WORLD MOVES.: BUILDING, 
ing when you ask for UncLE JosH.— Why, yes; they have agricultural ‘schools where they teach | © 141 BROADWAY, 
Keiser-Barathea Cravats. scientific farmin’. Corner of Liberty St. 


teach scientific bunco- steerin’, 
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Puck’s Suggestions tor Christmas ° 


: TO SUIT ALL PURSES 
at 

e - 

x For Lowers of Art < 








Puck’s Original Drawings 


sf ORIGINAL DRAWINGS by O’Neill Latham, Frank A. Nankivell, 
Ny S. D. Ehrhart, L. M. Glackens, W. H. Gallaway, Baker-Baker, or any 
¥ Artist whose work appears in PUCK.” An Elegant Christmas Present. 


is Prices, according to size and character of ' $ 5. 00 to 5 AQ, 00 


Drawing selected, - 


f F or Lowers of Books \g 





¥ Bunner’ s Short Stories 

3 ; SHORT SIXES:- _ 4 ( The Set of 5 Vol’s 

a THE RUNAWAY BROWNS 4 1.¢. em $2.50 
MADE IN FRANCE @e ; In Paper, "L, | 
MORE SHORT. SIXES { ully } | 
THE SUBURBAN SAGE Illustrated. [ In Cloth, $5, | 


For Lowers iv Fun << 
A Year’s Subscription to PUCK 


A fifty-two weeks’ feast of Humorous Pictures, Stories and Witticisms. 
With: CHRISTMAS CARD in Colors and Gold, containing ' 00 
NAME OF RECEIVER AND GIVER, os $5, 








A. Year’s Subscription to 


PUCK’S LIBRARY (Monthly) 


PURE FUN. NO POLITICS. Over ONE THOUSAND 00 
Illustrations by the Best Comic Artists. ; ° ° . $f 


Send in Your Orders Now !/ 
Address PUCK, Puck Building, New York 
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UncLe Hiram.— I S'pose some day they ‘Il have schools where they ’ll | awe wew NEW YORK. cat’ eae 


| TRY OUR PATENT COLLAR BUTTON. 








HUMOR OF THE HUGGED. 


“ You are a brick!” I did aver, 
To Daphne, by my side. 

“‘ A sort of pressed brick, as it were,” 
She roguishly replied. 


HIS “POOR LUCK. 
Did he git anyt’ing in dat 





First ‘TRAMP. 
house ? 

SECOND TRAMP.— Naw! Dey wuz dat sort of 
folks dat believes dat charity begins in de wood- 
shed. 


WHuat KEEPS us broke most of the time is the 
difference between what we have to spend 
and what we /ave to spend. 














HIS QUEST. | | P) 
“The secret of success,” said the | 
old man, impressively, “is hard work.” (C f pp, CC, 
Just so,” said his son, suppressing 


a yawn; “but I was n’t exactly look- 
ing for the secret of: success; I was CuristMas 1901 


trying to find an agreeable substitute.” ‘ 
; Handkerchiefs 


HIS VIEW. | Gl 
SHE.—Why, yes; many of the dry goods oves 


_ stores have luncheon departments. Neckwear 


Her Huspanp.—I see! Want to 


| give you a chance to blow in anything | Umbrellas 
| you save on bargains. | 


FortunaTELy, or otherwise, a woman’s | roadway A 19tb a. 


crowning glory can be colored to suit. a 




















Established 1823. 
WILSON 
WHISKEY. 


That’s 








THE WILSON DISTILLING CO;, 
Baltimore, Md. 




















CHEW 


BEEMAN'S 


The Original 





Cures Indigestion 
and Sea-sickness. 


ALL OTHERS ARE 
IMITATIONS. 
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What was the cost per game?— when 6,175 
games were played with one 25-cent pack of 


Bicycle 
Playing 
Cards 


Letter from player who 
did this, and a colored 
F reproduction of the cards he used, FREE, on 

request. Bicycle cards always wear well. 

Gold Medal, Buffalo, rgor. 
Grand Prix, Paris, 1900. 
Highest Award, Chicago, 1893. 

A 120-page condensed Hoyle mailed for 6 flap 

ends of: Bicycle boxes or five 2c. stamps. 

The U. S, Playing Card Co., Dept.25 Cincinnati,O. 


WISSNER 
heaping 


Warerooms/ Fulton St. & Flatbush Ave., Brooklyn 
New-York Warerooms, 25-E. 14th St. 














A BLESSING - IN DISGUISE. 

“TI like this house very well,” ob- 
served the prospective purchaser, “but 
the view from this side is simply hide- 
ous. One can see nothing from these 
windows but those. great, smoky iron: 





works. If they were: only somewhere 
else—” 
“My dear sir,” enthusiastically re- 


plied the agent, “those iron works are. 
a blessing. ' There*is a black fertilizer 
factory just beyond them .and they 
hide the thing from this house com- 
pletely.” 


HIGH. 


“Ts it a high church ?” 

“T don’t know. How do you tell?” 

“Well, by the minister’s vestments, 
for one thing.” 

“T guess it’s a high church all right. 
The minister’s trousers came only to 
his knees, the day I saw him.” 


ANOTHER THEORY. * 
Say! Sam looks prosperous! I 
reckon he struck it right on de races.” 
‘‘May be he done stopped playin’ 
dem.” 
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Tis -c ‘CUSTOM of havi ing a dow processional and a quick recessional at wed- 
dings probably originated with some bride whose gown look@d better in the 


back breadths than in the front 








An answer to every movement made by 
the body is found in the action of President 
Suspender. Al\strain is relieved. No other 
suspender: is built on the same principle as 


PRESIDENT 
SUSPENDER 


Every is guaranteed. Look fcr “President” 
on the buckies. Trimmings cannot rust. Extra 
heavy style for manual workers. The price is 50c. 
If the nearest dealer can’t supply you, send the 

rice direct to us and receive a pair of new design 

y mail postpaid. 


C. A. EDGABTON HFG. CO., Box 218, Shirley, Mass. 


“A Genuine Old Brandy made from Wine.” 
—Medical Press (london |, 


Aug. 1800. 


ATCT 








HE PRESSES THE QUESTION. 


‘*Aren’t you sorry you ’re not married, Auntie? ”’ 
+ iim. 


** But would n’t you rather be sorry you were married than sorry 


Might be sorry if T was!” 


you ’re not? ”’ 


You can face the work of life with a new determi- THE FONTAINEBLEAU 


nation when you feel full of energy. Abbott's, the 
Original Angostura Bitters create energy. 


WALL PaPERs. 


and dens. At leading dealers. 
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A Verdure Tapestry effect in low-priced Prr TSBU RG 
A surprisingly correct reproduction 
of the expensive fabric for libraries, dining-rooms 





| AM not speaking from theory when I 
refer to the effects of the Keeley treat- 
ment. I speak from an ample experience 
—from the closest observation. State- 
ments made about the treatment being 
Celeterious to health are all bosh. © It is 
just exactly the contrary. I have seen 
these nervous, haggard, distressed-looking 
drunkards go away from here, and, when 
reporting to me upon their return, I did 
not need (after observing the complete 
physical metamorphosis which had taken 
place in one month) to hear them say they 
never felt better in their lives to -believe 
the treatment has been a physical-as well 
as a moral benefit to them. The effect 
upon discipline here is simply marvellous. 
Gen. JAMES W. FORSYTH, U.S. A. 
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Alcohol Produce each.a disease 
9 having definite patholo- 
Opium gy. The disease yields 
9 easily to the Treatment 
Tobacco as administered at the 
following Keeley Insti- 

Using yw tutes : 


and proofs of its success, 


Detailed information of this treatment, 
sent free upon application to any of the institutions named. 


+ “MDDRESS THE INSTITUTE NEAREST YOU. 


Dallas, Tex.. 
Belleview Place. 
Salt Lake City, Utah, 


Los Angeles: Cal. 
” Tit" Spri ing g 


Portland, Me. White Plains, N. Y. 
151 Congress St. Ruffalo, N. ¥ 
ngton, aoe. 799 Nias: s 

San Francisco, Caj * Katya City. M ee pany _ 164 East First Soe. St. 

&- 1170 Market'st.”* 71a. W ei, j0ti st, Oxdensburg, N.Y. Rutland, Vt. 

West Haven, Comm., -St, Lone. M Portland, Ore. Richmond, Va., 

‘Washington, D. C., onof f Lociast St. 420 Williams Ave. 403 No, 12th St 

9 No. Capitol St. Grand Rapids, Mich., p) Seattle, Washington. 

niladel phia, Pa.. - a r 

Dyi pe. B... W988 21 — St. “ 912 North Broad St. wa 

1903 So.-Adams St. Cor. 19th and Leav- Pittsburg. Pa.. Toronto. Ont.. 

Plainfield, Ind. enworth Sts 4246 Fifth Ave. 736 Qneen Bt. Wont. 

New Orleans, La. Carson City, Nev. Providence, R. T.. Winnipeg. Ma 
1628-38 Felicity St. North Conway, N. H. 306 Washington St. 


“* Non-Heredity of Inebriety,” by Dr. Leslie E. Keeley, mailed upon application. 


65 Roslyn "Road 
Lesuir E. KKELKY, M_D., LL.1. 








THREE STAR 


: BRANDY 


AT AT ALL BARS and RESTAURANTS. 










THAT TRADE MARK 





Appears on the genuine. Unien Suits 
and Separate Garments, all sizes---only 
best materials; soldby progressive deal- 
ors. Send for handsome booklet, FREE, 
HAY & TODD MFG. CO., Ypsilanti, Mich, 





OF BRAINS 


FOR ME 


“MADE AT KEY WEST.— 
These Cigars are manufactured under 


the most favorable climatic conditions and 
from the mildest blends of Havana to- 
| § bacco. If we had to pay the imported 
| ¢ cigar tax our brands would cost double the 
money. Send for booklet and particulars. 


CORTEZ CIGAR CO., KEY WEST. 





THE HISTORIAN can’t make all facts 
palatable, but he can flavor a good 
many according to taste. 


CALIFORN 








OVERLAND LIMITED 


The luxurious train of 
Pullman Drawing-Room 
Sleeping Cars, Dining 
Cars and Buffet-Library 
Car (with barber) which 
runs from 


|| <CHICAGO to SAN FRANCISCO 
Every day in the year via 

Chicago & North-Western 
Union Pacific and 

Southern Pacific Rys. 


a 

















All agents sell tickets by this route. 
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‘““Ohe Literature 
of Laughter”’ 


A YEAR OF HUMOR 


‘Se IN Je 


CENTURY 


Contributions MAGAZINE Stories and Portraits 


from of 








“Mark Twaio,”’ ** Petroleum VY. Nasby,”’ 
F. P. Duane ** Josh Billings,”’ 
( ** Mr. Dooley'’’), ** Mark Twain,"’ 


Joel Chandler Harris Joha G. Saxe, 
(“Uncle Remvs’’), ] 9) O > ‘*Mrs. Partington,” 
Edward W. Townsend *| ** Miles O’Reilly,”’ 


(‘*Chimmle Faddéa’’), ‘*Hans Breitmann,”’ 
George Ade, ** Artemas Ward,”’ 
Ruth McEnery Stua;t, ** Orpheus C. Kerr,” 
James Whitcomb Riley, ** Bill Nye,” 


Paul Laurence Dunhar, a Frank R. Stockton, 
Humorous Stories Benald G. Mlichen, 


Gelett Burgess, 
Frank R. Stockton, by all the H. C. Bunner, 


Tudor Jenks, Living Funny Men | «sam Slick,” 

Ellis Parker Butler, and Women Eugene Field, 

Carolyn Wells, Richard Grant White, 
Harry S. Edwards; sy (CS Capt. George H. Derby 
Chester Bailey Fernald, ‘  (** John Phenix’’), 
Charles Battell Loowis, Humorous Stories | Oliver Wendell Holmes, 


Oliver Herford, of all the Mortimer Thomson 
(**Q. K. Philander 


Elliott Flower, ex eS 7 oy | 
Albert Bigelow Pa‘ne, Funny Folks Decatiche, P.8.”), 3 i a mri ‘ 














Beatrice Herford, of the Past James Russell Lowell, ° 4 


Robert W. Chambers. Charles Dudley Warner. 
oy 























‘Little grains of common sense, 
Little jests and jokes, 

A little wit without offense 
To please the serious folks. 


THE CENTURY’S Year 
SPECIAL TO PUCKERS: of humor began with 
November’ with stories by Mark Twain, and other extra good things. 
December is the most beautiful Christmas number we ever made. 
Charles Battell Loomis’s “ Automobile Extravagance”’ in it is worth 
the whole price of admission. 


THIS {1S WHAT WE WILL DO: 


If you will subscribe to THE CENTURY for a year beginning 
with January, 1902, we will send you the November and De- 
cember numbers free. Send along your checks for $4.00 to 
THE CENTURY CO. 
Union Square, New York 
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OME, loiter with me for a space 
In this old-fashioned trysting-place, 

Where scarlet poppies grow apace 

With four-o’clocks. 
Traditions say that long ago 
Your Grandmama was proud to know 
Each gillyflower and nodding-row 

Of hollyhocks. 


And underneath the beeches here 
She met my honored Grandsire. Dear, 
Though they were parted by austere 
And grim mischance, 
Why should not we their pathway take — 
Perchance not all for dead grief’s sake — 
And modern retribution make 
To old romance ? 


Charlotte Becker. 
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GOT A GOOD START. AS TO LOVE. 


Hr.—I was once one of the judges at a baby-show. Love at first sight is the cocktail served over the bar; love 


SHr.— Heavens! How did you escape ? that ripens out of friendship is the prepared cocktail. 
. Hr.— We handed in a sealed verdict. Kach has its strong points. 
Either is quite satisfying for the moment, and neither, it is 
AN IMPORTANT DISCOVERY. likely, is wholly without its next morning. 


UNcLE ABNER.—I see in the paper that a new kind of patent 


medicine has jest been put on the market that will cure everything. AT STRUCKOYLE’S SIDEBOARD. 


Aunt RacHEL.—Well! And both of Jed Larkins’s boys 1s THE BurLer.—’Ow do you like that, George?  H_’it’s the 
goin’ to a medical college. It seems that when lots of folks go to — h’old man’s favorite. 
fittin’ theirselves for a profession, something happens to make that THE COACHMAN (after drinking ).— EKavens! What plebeian 


profession unprofitable. tastes these new-riches ’ave! Let ’s ’ave a touch of your favorite. 
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AT THE WILD ANIMAL SHOW. 


Fox STAGE MANAGER (stentoriously).— Males and Females! The management, on behalf of the 
audience sitting behind the Bunny family, has directed me to notify said Bunnys, before curtain rise, 
to take their ears down, or take a back seat, or take to the woods. One jiffy being allowed them in 
compliance of this order, or the alternative of being hustled out bodily by the theatre’s bear bouncer. 


(Wild applause from the rear.) 




















an 







ee ! \ ! ii 5 


G “\¢ —— 





CRITICISM. 


THE Boy.—Say, Mister, dat ain’t Ge best way to get off a sleigh! 


CHRISTMAS NONSENSE. 

7 WENT to sea in a Christmas Tree, 

And merrily sailed away ; 
One was a Portable Porcupine, 
And one was a Pig with a Bottle of Wine, 

And one was a Popinjay. 
They sailed and sailed till the darkness fell, 
And the Portable Porcupine said, with a yell: 





‘The darkness falls, 
Get your Shetland shawls, 
And come under my umberell.”’ 
But soon the sea grew black as ink, 
And the Popinjay cried: ‘‘We’re going to sink! 
Our heavy freight 
Makes too much weight, 
We’re settling down, I think!” 


‘Dear Sir,’’ said the Pig, with a smiling frown, 
‘*Cheer up, for we are not going down! 





But it seems to me 
That our Christmas Tree 
Is heavier than it ought to be; 
And I ’ve a plan 
By which we can 
From danger be set free. 
Of course, we can easily keep afloat, 
If we find some way to lighten our boat ; 


HANDY KNOWLEDGE. 


MIss ELEPHANT (as she spies 
ese ! 2Sc a! 
a mouse ).—Oh! Goodness me ! And a way has occurred to me.” 
How fortunate it is that I ¢ 
learned this trick ! 


And then that prompt and practical Pig 
Ignited the tapers on branch and twig; 
said the proud igniter, 


’ 


‘* And now, you see,’ 
‘Our Christmas Tree Boat is very much lighter.” 
*T was true, indeed; and they sailed the seas 
In their Christmas Tree Boat as gay as you please, 
And every one said: ‘‘Oh! Don’t they look fine, 
The Popinjay and the Porcupine 3 
he Popinjay a : upine, eS 
And the Pig with his Bottle of Wine! 
Carolyn Wells. 


TO SILENCE THE DRUM. 
Papa (nearly wild from noise of Willy's new drum ).— Thunder 
and lightning ! If that child does n’t hurry up and get a notion to NEWLYWED.— But you don’t believe in living beyond one’s income ? 
see what ’s in that drum, I ’ll have to prompt him! Mrs. NEWLYWED.— Well, of course, that depends on the income. 


HER DANGEROUS VIEW. 
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THE BRIGHT GIRL. 
‘AG 


Don CONVERSATION lagged. The Bright Girl had grown 
% tired of saying bright things to a man who did not 

- appear to recognize the fact that her talents lay 

© in that direction. She rallied, however, from the 


deepening pause that threatened to engulf 


G them, and asked, sweetly : 


2 “Can't you describe the play you saw the 


other night, that you thought so humorous? Oh! | 
Do try! It is delightful to hear a play, cleverly told.” : 





She composed herself, in a graceful attitude, to 
listen. 

“ Well—” he returned, ruminatingly. ‘“ Let me 
see! Unfortunately, I never read the programme, 
so I can’t give names;— but—there was a pair of 
twins ; —they were brothers. When the curtain 
went up, the old father was in a towering rage.” 

“The twins’ father ?” 

“No; the father of the girl that one of the 
twins wanted to marry —or, stay! She was the 
companion of the daughter of the old man, his ward, 
and I think he was married to her; but, at any rate, 
he was walking up and down.” 

“The twin was walking ?” 

“The old man was walking, and one of the twins 
came in accidentally. And there was another fellow that 
had gotten himself up to look Ze the twins, with a wig like 
theirs and clothes, and everything, and he came in trying to find 
the ward —I mean the daughter of the old man. And it seems the 
first twin had married a woman much older than himself, and she 
was going ’round looking for the twin s/e had married, and then the 
other twin came in—I don’t remember what /e was after; but, 
anyway, the whole three twins were on the stage at once.” 

“Oh! Was there only three of them ?” 

“Yes; three. And then the first one flew off to get a pistol 
to shoot the second one because he had seen the third one down in 
the garden with his sweetheart; but it 
was really the second one who was with ’ 
her. Then the third one had a scene | / / / 


with the father, and he told him he [ j— m fr 
would disown him and cut him out Wy . Y om 
of his will; but, of course, he AXA. 
meant the first one. So, then, . i; Y a 


” 


the young lady rushed in— 

“The daughter of the old 
ma—” —_ 

“No; the companion of the tt ~~ 
daughter, and she thought the + {| If i jie 
third one was her husband, and Th | i Y Ml Uff 
she went pleading to the second — 
one begging him to help. her, 
believing him to be the first one. 
By that time the father had driven 
the third one off the premises, 
and then the other wife got hold 
of the second one —. no; by the 
way, I believe it was the third 
one —and insisted on his going 
home with her; and he could n’t 
convince her that he wasn’t either 
of the other twins.” 

“Ont” 

“Yes. And at last they got 
it all straightened out, somehow. 
It was really a very funny play. 
I can’t remember it just exactly as 
it was presented, so I am afraid 
I have.n’t made it very amusing.” 

“Oh! You have / — you 
have!” she said with enthusiasm. 
“ You ’ve made it most amusing. 
I could hardly keep from laugh- 
ing outright. I’m sure the play 
could n’t have been more funny 
than the way you told it.” 
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SOMETHING TO BE SAID FOR IT. 


THE-MusiciAn. — However, this music is not original 


SHE.— But it has been borrowed very artistically. 


And then he took his leave, feeling that in him walked the 
capacities of a great comedian, and Zhat the Bright Girl was really 


Madeline Bridges. 


HER IDEA. 


SaLty Gay.— What is your idea of a hero ? 
DoL_y Swirt.— A man who does n’t need any mistletoe. 


HER WAY. 
Mr. HENNYPECK (musingly ).— I wonder why 
a woman never gives her husband the kind 
of a Christmas present he wants ? 
Mrs. HENNYPECK (severely ). — 
Because she does n’t try to! She 
gives him the present he ought to 
want. 


CONCLUSIVE PROOF 


SaM DarKTON. — Dat chicken 

we had fo’ dinnah wuz hatched 

- by an incubatah all right, Mose. 

a Moser YALLERBY.— How does 
% yo’ know? 

Sam Darkton.— No chicken 
dat ebah knowed a mothah’s care 
would ’a’ turned out as tough as 
dat one wuz. 


BriILLiaANncy may not be so de 

sirable as stability, but, some. 
how, it seems to get a good 
many more holidays. 


Love 1s not necessarily a plant 
of slow growth, but many a 

mushroom of this kind has 

turned out to be a toadstool. 


HE EXPLAINS THE DISASTER. 


THERE ARE some things that it is 


7 ; ? i 
“ Well, I’m glad you feel so,” he UNCLE Josu.— An’ you never took him for a bunco man ? 
said, gratefully; “because women, UNCLE SILAs.— Of course I didn’t! I allus heerd that a better not to know, but we are 
generally, have n’t a very keen sense bunco man starts in by pretendin’ to know yer name, an’ this willing to go to a good deal of 


of humor.” feller did n’t. 





trouble to learn them. 

















IMES and dollars and greenbacks crisp 
Slipping away in a flow pernicious, 
Changed for a doll with a flaxen wisp 
Of curls, a drum, or a toy dog vicious; 
Jack-in-the-box, or a Noah’s ark, 
Everything for a gift that’s proper, 
Bearer of bundles from morn till dark— 
Sing a song of the Christmas shopper! 


By your bachelor-brother teased, 
Seeing you bundled with parcels bulky, 
Elbowed, crowded and cramped and 
squeezed, 
Worn and tired and gruff and sulky; 
Piloted ’round by your better-half, 
Nothing deters her and naught can 
stop her, 
Serving as aide on the buyer’s staff — 
Sing a song of the Christmas shopper! 


Paying for trifles your hard-earned cash, ‘ a 
All of your purse’s store depleting, 
Simply buying with mood grown rash 
‘*Any old thing”’ for a Christmas 
greeting ! 
Dimes and dollars and ‘‘tens’’ and 
‘* fives,” 
All are grist for the toy-man’s hopper, 
Chant a pean for strenuous lives, 
Sing a song of the Christmas shopper ! 


Roy Farrell Greene. 





A SONG OF THE CHRISTMAS SHOPPER. 





















A CATASTROPHE IN THE CAREER OF A DRESS REFORMER. 





OUN AFTER Miss Agatha Wilkins came to stay with us she made it 
pretty evident that she did not hold conventional nctions about 
dress. ‘To her serene and unworldly mind clothing of any sort 
was a purely artificial integument, in every sense, changeable at 
will. ‘Io be sure, touched to fine issues though her spirit was, 
she did not appear wholly impervious to the promptings of 
vanity; but I think one would rather call that innocent preen- 
ing of hers the ultimate manifestation of the cleanliness which 
is next to godliness. Fora cleaner person than Miss Agatha was 
never seen. How she managed to get through the work she studi- 
ously set herself to perform and still retain not only a certain maiden 
freshness, which might be expected of her, but an absolute cherubic 
radiance into the bargain, was a perpetual wonder in our household. 
I held her unconsciousness of self in such respectful esteem that I 
would not for worlds have commented to her on this faculty of hers 
for defying Nature; but the fact remains that in the course of her 
investigations, which she never stinted, Miss Agatha had been known 
to attack a cow-yard, and to emerge therefrom as immaculate as if 
she had been treading the divinest ether that ever upheld a pure and 
untrammeled intelligence. 

The task of proving to such a being as this the abstract moral 
efficacy of Differential ‘Tailoring was indeed no light one. It was 
undertaken at times, both by my wife and myself, and always unsuc- 
cessfully, though handled with patience and delicacy. It was not 
that we objected to Miss Agatha’s stepping downstairs for a glass 
of milk, or some other light refreshment, in the early morning, clad 
merely in her nightgown. Few of the household were about at 
such a time, and it could make little difference. I have myself 
waked to see that young lady, her serene brow wreathed in contem- 
plation, and her blue eyes set on the depths of the silent hall, where 
the light was still burning, slipping noiselessly and carefully from 
stair to stair, her white garment held up to save her from tripping on 
her way to procure her matutinal repast—and, surely, there could 
have been no more chaste and pleasing spectacle. Nor did we 
enter a protest against her bathing—I hesitate to write the word, 
yet it is the only exact one—promiscuously about the third story. 
It being a decided theory of hers that the air 
was good for her, especially at the windows 
—which fortunately looked out on the 
unfrequented woods about our house 
—and, the third story being entirely 
given up to her, and accepted by 
her as her personal and exclu- 
sive domain, she was free to do 
as she liked there. It was well, 
however, that we lived in the 
country. 

No; the disagreement be- 
tween Miss Agatha and our- 
selves arose solely on the question 
of her adoption of a thoroughly 
reformed costume—in fact, the 
breeches. I doubt if any one 
ever despised petticoats more 
heartily than she did. Ardent, 
untiring, eager, a sincere lover of 
Nature, and passionately devoted to 
an out-door life, the constraint of her NN 
costume seemed to affront her spirit as well 
as her limbs, and in our discussion of the subject, while grounding 
herself firmly upon the single issue of convenience, she frankly gave 
us to understand that if the matter was to be viewed from the ethical 
standpoint, she was ready to say that skirts were not only uncom- 
fortable to women, but degrading. I believe, indeed, that she spoke 
of them as “nasty.” On our part we could only fall back on the 
conventional proprieties, and make it a condition that while she was 























staying with us they should be observed. For the proprieties, Miss 
Agatha, as I have already indicated, did not personally care a dash. 
And yet she commanded more instinctive respect than almost any- 
body I have ever seen. Dear Miss Agatha! 

It may seem unkind to hint that circumstances played a part in 
defining so marked a character, but it is, after all, not improbable 
and preten- 





that the dearth of young ladies of Miss Agatha’s age 
sions— in the neighborhood enabled her peculiar 
views to grow upon her. ‘The society by 
which she was surrounded was almost ex- 
clusively masculine, and as her excur- 
sions and diversions were generally under- 
taken in the company of young gentlemen 

it was natural that a sense of her limitations 
should be more keenly felt. Oh! If one 
could indeed alter the conditions of 
human life by a single change in the cos- 
tume of sex, as Miss Agatha desired, 
the herald of the Millennium might 
come in, not on the wings of eagles, 
but on those of a tailor’s goose —and 
be welcome. Would, too, that we all 
were as innocent and as sound of 
faith as she was! She was so con- 
scious of her inferiority, and so per- 
suaded that the whole philosophy of 
action and progress lay in the radius 
of the locomotory system! 

Particularly was she distressed by her 
continued exclusion from the free-masonry of the opposite sex. There 
was an almost extraordinary camaraderie between herself and her 
friends; but, naturally, there remained a line which she could not 
pass, and she was sensible that she could not pass it. This caused 
her more uneasiness, I think, than her inability to jump Fairman’s 
brook, an old-time local test of heroism. ‘There was, for instance, 
some mystery connected with the Rip Van Winkle hut, an old rotting 
log cabin in Parker’s woods, which her friends would never disclose to 
her. Though reserved in a way, the reserve of pride, she talked 
with my wife about this. My wife had had brothers, and, what was 
more, she had had an uncle, of whose youthful days there remained 
as a testimony, goodness knows how or why preserved, an old suit of 
schoolboy clothes, packed away in all the sanctity of lavender and 
camphor in the big chest upstairs. These, with their frills and solemn, 
big old-fashioned buttons, made the long dead uncle seem quite a 
living figure to Miss Agatha, and she often referred to him. But, of 
course, when my wife was invited to choose instances from her own 
family, it became easier than ever for her to point out the eternal 
separation of the two sexes into camps, parties, persuasions, nay, 
religions. Equally, of course, it did not satisfy Miss Agatha to be 
told that my wife had always been content with the ordering of human 
nature. She— Miss Agatha— wanted to revolutionize it. 

As it happened, Miss Agatha staid with us for quite a long 
while, and, with the flight of time, her convictions strengthened so 
firmly, as to cause my wife and myself some uneasiness. We were 
not concerned about her, I admit. Poor Pharisees that we were, our 
horizon was a social one, and we held as our neighbors those who 
criticised us. It was different with Miss Agatha. Her neighbors 
were those who sympathized with her. Perhaps my wife and I grew 
occasionally weary of the citation of the opinion of Mr. Robert Bas- 
sett, the son of one of our old friends, and Miss Agatha’s most valued 
confidant. It appeared that Mr. Robert opined that Miss Agatha 
should have been born a man—that is, a boy. From this her logic 
deduced the happy conclusion that she was only prevented by clothes 
from entering with him in the accomplishment of manly deeds. 
Thank heaven! Miss Agatha spared us generalization. Had she 
entered on it, we should very likely have denounced Mr. Bassett as 
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an improper associate. The result of such a loss of self-control it 
were easy to indicate. In fact, several results might have followed. 

But we judged best, not being tried too sorely, to accept Mr. 
Bassett as a visitor. It was not difficult to like him. He was manly, 
active, courteous and sensible. Perhaps his tastes ran rather per- 
tinaciously toward sports, but that was none of our affair. He freckled 
profusely, but that was nothing against him. Never did a suspicion 
arise in our minds of his trustworthiness in essentials until the day of 
alarm and anxiety on which it was supposed that he and Miss 
Agatha had eloped together. 

Perhaps we were quick to suspect — perhaps we were too ready 
to fear; but the fact was, Miss Agatha had never missed coming 
home to luncheon before, and my wife—well, every woman is a 
Cassandra at heart. And, indeed, it turned out that there had been 
something very like an elopement. It was only Miss Agatha who 
intended not to come home, however—at least, as Miss Agatha. 
Naturally, Mr. Bassett’s family were not uneasy as to his where- 
abouts before we enlisted them in the search. But when we ex- 
plained they joined in with the utmost sympathy. What confirmed 
Mr. Bassett in a conviction that danger was on foot, was, I think, 
my wife’s tearful statement that the night before Miss Agatha had 
declared, in a fit of impatience, that some day she would go away 
and be a man, as Robert Bassett said she ought to be,—and never 
come back. On this evidence it was plain to both ladies that risks 
Miss Agatha had never run while clad in the proper garments of her 
sex might now be threatening her with the utmost imminence. We 
raised the neighborhood at once. We sent telegrams, called for vol- 
unteers, hitched up horses, aroused the local constabulary —really, 
it was half after four in the afternoon, and time was pressing. 

In the midst of our preparations our maid came running with 
Miss Agatha’s dress in her hands. It had been found in the stable loft. 

This confirmation of our fears was but too dire. I 
jumped into my buggy and, calling out that I would 
"oN take the Springhedge road, was off at once. | 
4 drove the Springhedge road for miles. | 
turned back and tried the Lawson 
road, then the Corners lane. Every 
farmer’s wife, or loitering land- 
owner I met, I asked for news of 

a little boy and a little girl who 
might have happened that way. 

I explained that they were lost. 

No one had seen them. One old 
gentleman had seen two little boys, 
the smaller of them dressed out 
rather curiously, he thought, climb- 
ing after his cherries, but he had 
chased them off the place, and did n’t 
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know which way they went. ‘That 
was all. 
I was in despair. All I could think of 


was to try the Rip Van Winkle hut. ! 
drove to the woods, tied my horse, and 
plunged into the underbrush. 
When | reached the hut I gave a cry of joy. 
Here, at least, was Robby Bassett, starting up, 
grimy and torn, and gazing at me with mingled 
alarm and relief. But whose was that boyish form— 
By clad in garments of an old-time Uncle—extended 
ed es sobbing on the pine needles? “ ‘Two little boys,” did 
the old gentleman say ? 
I caught up my daughter, and drew her to my shoulder. 
Poor little soul, what a sight she was! Her curls were cut 
off, her face was streaked with paint, her nose was scratched 
and dirty, her quaint old “knickers” were wet and muddy, and as she 
tried to speak I saw that her poor little tongue was swollen! — 
“Papa,” she sobbed, “1 didn’t mind everyfing else, but when 
Robby told me to—told me to— 
“Mr. Wilkins,” burst out Robby, with doleful fervor, “really 
and truly I did n’t know it was Agatha!” 





I did not wonder. But, good heavens! What awful Eleusinian 
mysteries of boyhood had been revealed to this innocent child! 

“ Robby,” I said angrily, * what on earth have you been doing 
to her?” 

“She cut her hair off,” said Robby, mournfully; “ and she had 
those things on, and she said she was her cousin, Billy Wilkins, come 
to stay with you, and would n’t I play with her. So we went out 
and I dared her to do things, and she jumped Fairman’s brook, and 
pulled the mumbletypeg, and we played Indians and stole cherries, 
and then I dared her 
to chew a bumble- 
bee, and she dast, 
and then she 
asked me to 
‘nitiate her into 
our society. So 
I ’nitiated her 
into the first 
one.” 

“And what 
was that, sir?” 

“Why,” said 
Bobby, looking 
foolish, “that 
was just the one 
we got up to 
keep her out of 
—because she 
wanted to get in. 
It was pretty 
mean, but it was n’t 
much of a society. All 
you have to do is just to 
say: 








*** Uno, Ino where is Spilkins, 
Never tell Agatha Wilkins.’ 


“Then she wanted to be ’ni- 
tiated into our real society.” 3 

“Well, sir!” 2 

“1 had to bring her here,” said Robby. o Ke a 
“You can’t be ’nitiated except here.” 

“ Well, sir!” 

“’Cause,” said Robby, his head hanging, 
“this is where Spilkins is.” 

“Good gracious!” I cried, thoroughly out of patience, “what 
is Spilkins ?” 

He stood before me the type of the human soul detected in its 
darkest, most secret acts of fetish worship. He eyed me appealingly, 
and then displayed, brought out from its hiding-place in the hut, a 
rusty trap, inside which was a frightened but evidently submissive 
and well-fed mouse. : 

“You jus’ put it inside your shirt,” said Robby, 
“with some crumbs. ‘Then you have to let it stay 
there till it eats the crumbs. Then you say: — 
‘Spilkins, Spilkins, Spilkins! You are free! 
Good for me!’ ‘Then you ’re ’nitiated.” 

“ But does n’t the mouse— does n’t the 
intelligent Spilkins ever bite you ?” 

“ ’Course,” said Robby. “Always. But 
that’s to make you double-jointed.” — 

Poor Miss Agatha! It was her last at- 
tempt at altermg the decrees of Providence. 








* BS 

All this happened some years ago. Miss Aga- 

tha is staying with us yet, but though Mr. Bassett is 

still a visitor of hers, I don’t think either of them is now 
inclined to call the decree of Providence in question. 


Thomas Wharton. 
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L. 
THE Lover.— Ha! Me hated rival! 
But I yet will find a way to win her. 
THE OTHER Lover. — Ye Gods of 
Piscatorial Love! I believe he is forging 
ahead of me in her good graces. 
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THE DAY CAMILLA CAME OUT. 


HE WORLD was white with snowflakes The day Camilla came out, 
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THE RACE IS NOT ALWAYS TO THE SWIFT. 


TI. 
THE Lover.—Ho! Ho! A dainty tit- 
bit. My adored one shall have it. 
THE OTHER. — Waters under the Earth! 
Ahead of me again, but I ’ll make a try 
for it. 














IT erro 
ALAIN The day Camilla came out, From portal to the street, 
‘ = The house was red with roses A crimson velvet path 
"a4 The day Camilla came out ; Was laid for dainty feet ; 
And many a lovely lady And all the neighbors’ children 
Swept stately to the rout — Were peeping roundabout, — 
To swing a social censer And counting every carriage 
The day Camilla came out! The day Camilla came out ! 
The day Camilla came out, The day Camilla came out, The day Camilla came out, ~ 
Never was flower as fair ! The music pulsing there, I’m sure I won’t forget . 
White her throat as the hawthorn, Rose like a fairy fountain — The things my uncle got — > 
As primrose, gold her hair ; Half song and half a prayer! In fact, he has them yet; 
And wildest woodland violets And, if the sun had hidden But the florist earned his money, 5 
Her laughing eyes did flout, — His glory in a pout, — And an overcoat up the spout ; 
And all the world was sweeter What need had he for shining Did n’t matter a continental 
The day Camilla came out! The day Camilla came out ?* The day Camilla came out! 
Kate M. Cleary. 
{ AM Wan —— ‘ _—, 
yl ig Wy | SUBURBANITES’ CHRISTMAS TREES. 
Ve City Frienp.— Well, you look as though 
you were going to have a Christmas 
tree out at Lonelyville. 
ISOLATE (loaded dewn with 
bundles ). —'Trees, you 
mean! I ’d have 
you know ittakes 
more than one 
tree to hold 
presents for our 
butcher boy, 
milk boy, paper edie. <i 
boy, washer- (Curtain. ) 
woman, vege- 
table man, fish man, grocery man and the station agent, 
besides the presents for my family; and, then, we com- 
muters have a special tree on our morning train for the 
conductor, train boy, engineer and brakemen! 
ree tw 
The clergyman did not altogether forget the spirit of 
his stern old theology. 
“T ama worm,” he protested, intensely; “but I am no 
centipede!” 
In these words did he find voice for the thoughts that 
surged up in his breast, as he contemplated the thirty-four 
=~ pairs of carpet slippers which the Christmas donation party 
AN wZ had left. | 
| 
A PROFITABLE DISCOUNT. A CHRISTMAS FANTASY. 
FATHER-IN-LAW.— Mein sohn, you knows dot vhen I ties you Upon her cheek a-glow Oh! Could that bee but sound 
vill get all mein moneysh. Has lit, in elfish glee, The perfect joy he knows, ) 
SON-IN-LAW. — Fader, for dot schenerosities I vill show you A flying flake of snow — He ’d sing, ‘‘ At last I ’ve found a 
vays vot you can make moneysh quicker dot ever vas. I vill gif you The Winter’s captious bee. The Winter’s sweetest rose!” 


twventy-five per cendt. off for spot cash. R. K. Munkittrick. 
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THE HILARIOUS BUNKY. 


NCE on a time there was a dear little Bunky who lived 
in an open umbrella which was: suspended, upside 
down, from the lowest branch of a Bath Bun tree. 
This was convenient, for the Bunky could eat the 
Bath Buns when they were ripe,,and while they 
were green he could use them as sponges when he 
took his bath. 

One day, as he was contentedly swinging away 
in his umbrella, he looked over the edge and saw 
someone approaching backward. 

“That ’s the Niminy-Piminy,” he said gayly, to himself. “ The 
Niminy-Piminy. always walks backward, so he won’t see where he ’s 
going.” 

With that the hilarious Bunky 
began to laugh, and he chuckled 
and giggled and tittered and 


THE FICKLE 


modically, when he had reached the ground and had shaken his 
friend’s hand with vigor and despatch. 

The Niminy-Piminy, still standing dolefully on his head, drank 
the clam soup and said : 

“They are going to arrest me because I have n’t any lace on 
my pocket-handkerchief.” 

“Oh, deary, deary me!” sighed the Bunky. “This is worse 
than I misapprehended. What zs your pocket-handkerchief trimmed 
with ?” 

“‘ With feathers,” said the Niminy-Piminy, weeping and sobbing 
and sighing and crying and groaning and moaning like a water- 
melon that had lost its last seed. 

“Why did you trim it with feathers?” said the Bunky, some- 
what sternly and with a spiflicating eye. 

“‘ Because I was poor,” wailed 
the Niminy-Piminy; “and the 
feathers tickled my nose, and 
so I was saved the expense of 


SNOW-SHOES. 








snickered and shouted and 
roared until his sides shook so 
that he nearly dislocated two 
of his ribs. 

When the Niminy- Piminy 
heard this ripple of merriment he 
stood on his head and looked up. 

“ Oh, Bunky, dear!” he cried 
out; “I’m in great trouble! 
Ceme down and help me out, 
won't you 2?” 

“Indeed, I will,’ said the 
Bunky, scrambling down with 
all his might and main, pausing 
only to pick up a dish of clam 
soup with which to comfort his 
afflicted friend. 

“Drink this and tell your 
woe,” said the Bunky, spas- 


























buying snuff.” 

“A truly magloobious senti- 
ment,” remarked the Bunky, 
with an appreciative smile that 
went nearly round his head. 
“ But time is soaring, and we 
must contrive a plan to save 
you from the frightful jaws of 
a prison cell. When are they 
coming to arrest you ?” 

“When the bell rings for the 
cats’ night-school.” 

“ And who is coming to make 
the arrest ?” 

“Qh! That ’s the terriful 
part of it!” said the Niminy- 
Piminy, shuddering so that he 
shook himself over onto his feet 
and so gave his head a rest. 
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VIII. 





“IT am to be arrested by the Great Globular Geyser, and he is to 
carry me off to solitary confinement in an empty ink- 
well for a thousand years.” 

“ l’m!” said the Bunky, rolling his eye 
right around like a carpet-sweeper. 
“Where is the ink-well ?” 

“Why, don’t you know? It’s 
in the middle of the table- 
land. You see, it was a 
writing -table-land, and 
they did n’t know it; and 
so when they dug a well, 
of course it was an ink- 
well. But the — story- 
writers have used up all 
the ink, and so now it’s 
empty; but it’s as dark 
as the black cat’s pocket, 
and solonesome,—My!” 
and the Niminy-Piminy 
began again to weep and 
wail and whimper and 
whine. 
: But the Bunky said, cheer- 
NO OBJECTION. fully: “Cease your briny 
‘‘An' den Santy Claus he come down tears, Niminy-Piminy, dear; 


de chimbly —” - 
“Doan he git his face all black wif I ll turn the tables on old 








soot ?”’ » aeenee .« ’ yee , 
“Wal, he doan mind dat when he’s Gey ser, and he ’ll wish he had 
a-callin’ on cullud chillun’.” staid home.” 


“Oh! Goody! Goody!” 
cried the Niminy-Piminy, dancing around on one hand. “How 
will you do it?” 

“Well, listen. While he is talking with you and asking you the 
preliminarious inquirifications, I will slyly abstracticate his lace- 
trimmed handkerchief from the tail-pocket of his pink ulster, and 
then I will quickly rip the lace off and sew it on your pocket-hand- 


kerchief and sew your feathers on his. Then, you see, you can show 
your handkerchief lace-trimmied, and then we can arrest him.” 

All turned out exactly as the Bunky had planned. 

Only, when the Great Globular Geyser saw the feathered hand- 
kerchief he was so delighted with it that he wanted to buy it, offering 
a thousand guineas for it. 

“ Pigs or hens ?” asked the Niminy-Piminy. 

“ Both,” answered the Geyser. And so they struck a bargain ; 
and as the bargain did n’t hit back 
nobody was arrested, and they all 
lived happy ever after. 

Carolyn Wells. 





THE METHOD. 





Jounny.— Where does Santa 
Claus get the money for all the 
things ? | 
' Papa. — Well, you would n’t 


understand it now; but when you 
‘re older you ’ll find that he raises 
it by an income tax. 





A WISH. 
; ; ; & 
I ’d like to write a line of verse : 
Which ended up with isthmus, = a. 7S ; 
And then discover some excuse = <— Bey ( —s 
For rhyming it with Christmas. : fe ww 
vt WBworvaare. 
WW 
|F THE small boy could have 
his way, Santa Claus would MIDWINTER SPORT 
have a place in the Hall of Fame citieniesiets tiniieeeinian nie aia 
right alongside of George Wash- skater). — Are you comfortable, children ? 
Be Well, sit quiet. With such a wind behind 
ington. me I can go miles in this manner ! 
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PROOF. 
THE MAID (with paper). — Here ’s a piece says that the police 
of New York are getting more insolent every day. 
Tue Cook. — Bedad! Oi belave thot ’s roight. Phwy, lasht 
noight, phwin pathrolman Danny Foley dropped in, he wanted t’ know 
phwy Oi did n’t save him the breast av th’ tur-rkey instid av the leg. 


HER BUSY DAY. 


in the atmosphere where there were no specks. 


enough to say. 


Mrs. Bancock left his presence fully resolved to rest. She tried 
hard to do nothing; but, despite herself, she did not at once succeed. 
For weeks she tried, and for weeks she attended as usual to her house- 
hold duties and to her clubs and to her church. She was in a fair 


way to kill herself. ‘The physician told her so. 


Then she became frightened and desperate. She concentrated 
every ounce of her resolution, and remained in her bed for an entire 
day. During that day she hardly moved. But that night she arose 


and dressed herself. Upon her cheeks was the flush of victory. 


contemplated herself in the mirror and smiled a smile indicative of 


the utmost satisfaction. 


“At last!” she murmured. “ At last! ‘l'o-day I have accom- 


plished something !” 


David H. Talmadge. 


WOULD ANSWER HIS) PURPOSE. 


UncLe Nep.—Was it you I heard singing “I want to be an 
d an) 5 


angel ?” 


Jounny.— Yes; but I ’d be satisfied if Santa Claus brought me 


a flying-machine. 





2 hy 
LITTLE CarriE.— I let her fall and broke <o) || 
her head, and she has n’t cried a bit since. ~ = 


rs. CLupty BaNncock consulted a physician one day 
in regard to certain distressing symptoms which had 
manifested themselves in her being. Her fingers had 
taken on a habit of twitching. Her eyes saw specks 


was quite unable to control a disposition towards 
activity. At times, when her frame and brain were so 
weary that each muscular and mental function produced 
pain, she drove on at her household duties and at her 
clubs and at her church, regardless. She could not restrain herself. 
The physician looked very grave when she stated to him these 
facts. He told her frankly that the only medicine she needed was 
yest. “ You are threatened, my dear Madam,” said he, “ with nervous 
prostration. You must ease the strain, that is all.” Which was easy 








THE SONG OF THE JOLLY TAR. 


Oh! Let the breezes blow, yo-ho! 
And let the tempest rage; 

For I’ve never been to sea, you know, 

And blow me tight if ever I go — 
I’m on the variety stage! 


JUST BEFORE CHRISTMAS. 
First RoostEr.—I heard there was an attempt to rob 
your roost last night. 
SECOND RoostER.— Yes. My wife woke me up and 
said, “ My dear, I’m sure there ’s a man in the roost!” So 
I got up and crowed for help and Farmer Jones came 
with a gun and drove the party away. 


AT THE CURLING MATCH. 
First SPECTATOR.—What ’s 
the matter? Did he foozle? 
SECOND SPECTATOR.— Foozle ? 
This is n’t golf! 
First SPECTATOR.— I know; 
but it sounds awfully like it. 





A WOUND TOO DEEP 
FOR’ TEARS. 

LirtLE CARRIE.—Yes; this is the 
old doll Santa Claus brought me, 
but it does n’t cry any more. 

LirrLe GRACIE.— Why not ? 


CONCLUSIVE. 
M. D.—H’m! So you think the child is unwell? Any strange 


symptoms ? 


Mrs. De De.— Well, yes, Doctor. It’s now only two days 


until Christmas and he has n’t yet asked any of those cute, childish 
questions about Santa Claus ! 


Santa Craus has managed to get a fine reputation without doing 
anything to deserve it, but ze should n’t expect any such luck. 











EVERYONE HIS.OWN KNITTING NEEDLES. 
Miss EmMiILy Porcupine Knits A Nice WARM COMFORTER 
FOR HER GRANDMOTHER. 
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WHAT RILED HIM, 
GRANDFATHER. — Don’t lose yer temper! 1 would n’t let no pig make me lose my temper! 
His Son.—’T ain’t the Pig, Pop! It’s the tarnal way you ’re tryin’ to boss the job! 
& 
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< ~DESCENDANTS. 


IGHT FANTASY IN NEw AMSTERDAM. 
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A DANGEROUS PLACE. 


‘*They say Seth got buncoed.” 
‘*He did, eh? Well, a fool an’ his money ought n’t ter go to New York together ” 








HER ECCENTRICITY. 


“My second-cousin, 
Almira Stamm, is as 
queer a person as I ’most 
ever saw anywhere!” 
remarked the Sage of 
Kohack, a trifle sar- 
donically. ‘In spite of 
her bein’ a woman, and 
also an old maid, still in 
possession of all her 
faculties and also a 
sharp-pointed, interroga- 
tory-shaped nose, she ’d 
actually rather read an 
interestin’ novel than to 
listen te the best-told 
and _hoarsest-whispered 
story of the sefious ill- 
ness of a_ neighbor- 
woman who has_ been 
given up by all the doc- 
tors, and the insinuati’- 
nest speculations as to 
who the sick lady’s hus- 
band is kind of figgerin’ 
on marryin’ in a shame- 
fully short time after his 
wife’s death!” 

¢€, 

AN INQUIRY. 

“c PaP” ‘ 

“Well?” § a 

“Do these people 
go to the North Pole 
to try to find Santa —_ 
Claus?” Y 





LESSENING 


WHEN WE realize once 

in a while what imi- 
tations we are, it makes 
us feel apprehensive lest 
the world should find 
us out. 


APPRECIATION. 

Mrs. NEWLYWED.—Oh, Mother! 
one woman in a hundred. 

IlER MOTHER.—I see in that no cause for tears. 

Mrs. NEWLYWED.— But, Mother, he used to say I was one woman 
in a thousand ! 


John said this morning I was 
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REASONED OUT. 

Her Uncie.— Who 
do you think brought 
you the new dolly you 
found in your doll-house 
this morning, Elsie ? 

LITTLE ELSIE (grave- 
Zy).—1 don’t know for 
sure. I guess the stork 
must have brought it! 


A DILEMMA AT HAND 


“‘T don’t know exactly 
how to answer Mr. Simp- 
son’s letter of proposal.” 

“T would n’t accept 
him if I did n’t care for 
him.” 

“Well,— but I belong 
to the ‘Scatter Sunshine’ 
Cheerful - Correspond- 
ence-Club.” 


DISQUIETING. 


A baby’s voice comes 
out of the darkness. 
“ Dimme jinky! ” it 
calls. 
The Boston mother 
starts up affrightedly. 
“ Merciful Heaven ! 
Can it be that my 
child has forgotten the 
chemical formula for 
water?” she cries, and 
breaks into a cold per- 
spiration. 


‘THE LIFE-workK of most 

of us consists in mak- 
ing a living, and it is de- 
plorable how dcompara- 
tively few experts there 
are in the business. 











WASTED EFFORT. 


Mrs. JoHNsON. —Dat homely Abe Jackson has got married. I nevah supposed no girl would hab him! 
Mr. JOHNSON. — Neither did he; —why, he actually wasted fo’ yeahs of his life learnin’ a trade! 


\ oie =>--..- 









PUCK 








(72 UPON A TIME, in Fairyland, on a morning which the 
Weather Elf had prided himself upon making especially lovely, 
the fairy plowmen were going off to their fields, swinging fairy 


dinner- pails; and the little fairy school-girls, in gauze pinafores, 
while waiting for the school door to open, were doing “rich man, 
poor man, beggar man, thief” on each other’s buttons, during which 

formality thoughtful fairy boys found opportunity to put lively 
bugs down their backs. 

There were a great many of these fairy children, 
playing truant among the flowers and occupied 

with such pranks «as tripping up beetles, teach- 
ing baby birds to call names, making fun of shy 
butterflies, rolling sand into ant-holes, telling 
inquiring frogs the wrong way to the 
Concert Pond, and making faces at 
perfectly harmless and polite hop-toads 
until, dear me! the poor things were so 
embarrassed! Indéed, a rather officious 
dragon had requested of the Fairyland 
officials the contract for eating up these 
youngsters on the ground that they 
WMerwere-funny without being useful; but 
a little fairy Herbert Spencer promptly 
wrote one hundred and thirty-two philo- 
sophic volumes, in which he proved to 
—s the satisfaction of all reasonable persons 
X that the Absolute Funniest is the Absolute 
Usefulest: whereupon, the dragon withdrew his 
request and spent the greater part of his time trying to be as funny as 
the children, with results that, I am sorry to say, caused him to be 
looked at askance. 

But, to return to the tale. Through the bright morning sun- 
shine, showered by the dew from still half-closed flowers, there went 
a little busy fairy godmother carrying a neat and very yellow dress- 
suit case which contained a change of cobwebs; and, hustling along 
in such a hurry, she looked like a flurried butterfly. 
Now, as a rule, fairy godmothers are little old 
things, far from engaging in appearance, 
with peaked caps and noses and out- 
landish farthingales. But on_ this 
occasion, I am pleased to relate, it 
was a beautiful one with azure eyes 
and wings a perfect match, beside ; 
a variety of other charms and graces,- Wa 
of which space forbids the mention, .@ 
It is true, she seemed at the 
moment a little put out and was 
talking to herself in a tone I, for 
one, should never have permitted 
myself to use to so charming a” 
creature. 

“ Goodness gracious me and 
land of grace!” she ejaculated, 
“if this godmother business 
isn’t wearing me completely 
out! What with one Prin- 
cess and another calling ~, 
for this, that, and Heaven «74, 
knows what, I can scarcely 
get a wink of sleep, and I 
have provided beautiful 
Princes until, actually, I 
can hardly tolerate the 
sight of ’em! Now, here’s 
the Princess Avoir-des-lunes 
insisting upon having a tower and a dragon, and a Prince to kill the 
latter and scale the former, and when I have scoured the entire 
country for a Prince and got the dragon neatly despatched and 


































buried with a nice little hymn at the grave, she won’t have the 
rescuer, but orders a fresh outfit with as little concern as if it were 
ice cream and macaroons. I declare, it ’s getting to be a habit / 
And now, I ’ve just secured the sixth dragon and chained him to the 
boot-scraper; but where, Oh! where am I to find another golden- 
haired Prince ? —the only kind she ’ll even hear of. ‘They are get- 
ting so scarce—and the choicest all engaged, ahead, aed other god- 
mothers ! 
“Oh! Where is the Prince with the 
golden hair ? 
The tower is easily climbed, with care; 
The dragon is kind and debonair, — 
A milder-mannered ne’er was seen. 


‘But where is the Prince with the 
golden hair ? 
The tower has (possibly) treasures rare, 
And the Princess is extremely fair — 
(Well, veasonadly fair, I mean.)” 


She paused, sighed, and added: 


‘*So, why does he wander unaware 
Of fairy godmother in despair ? 
Oh! Where is the Prince with the golden hair ?”’ 


Now, no sooner had the words left her lips than her eyes fell 
upon something yellow and shining at a little distance from where 
she stood. Professionally interested immediately, she tip-toed to the 
spot, and what was her delight to discover a golden-haired youth 
sitting on a felled tree and apparently engaged in making a hearty 
repast of carrots and cheese. As the fairy had had nothing but a 
glass of dew since breakfast-time, she immediately seated herself 
by him and delicately helped herself, saying : 

“ Dearest Prince, how thoughtful of you to bring your luncheon! 
Now we shall be quite refreshed before starting out for the Princess’s 
tower.” 

“Lord save us, my dear creature! What is this talk?” he 
exclaimed so abruptly as to seem almost discourteous. 

“Why, you ’re a Prince, ain’t you ?” she asked. 

“Oh, dear, no!” he replied. “I ’m only the woodcutter’s son. 
And, if it 's just the same to you, I wish you would n’t eat up all the 

cheese Mother made me; times are 
hard, and —” 

“Oh! I beg your pardon, my 
poor boy!” cried the 
amiable little godmother, 
instantly enchanting the 
poor luncheon to twice its 

original dimensions. 

“ Well: Well!” said he. 
“You ’d be a handy little 
body to have about !” 

“How nice of you to 
say so!” she blushingly 
replied. ‘“ But now make 
haste to finish, I am 
going to take you to Her 
Highness, anyhow; for, 

ong I do not like to say 
it to your face, you are hand- 
some enough for ten Princes, and 
I believe you will suit her to a dot 
without any lineage. Can you kill 
a dragon ? Between youand me, it’s 
not much in the way of a dragon.” 

“Qh! _ I guess so,” he said, carelessly 
picking up his ax. 

“Can you climb a tower ?” 
“T once climbed into the pantry of yon 
castle,” he said, pointing to certain turrets 

dimly visible through the trees, in which she 

recognized the very castle from which she had extracted the last 
rejected Prince. 

After a little ingenuous hesitation, during which his rosy counte- 



































PUCK 


nance was almost irresistible, he inquired if there were anything to eat 
in the tower, and, being reassured, he cheerfully shouldered his ax, 
and without more ado they started on their journey, he wading mur- 
muring streams and climbing many a height, while she flew beside 
him, fanning his clustering ringlets with her gossamer wings. 

The moon -had risen before he expressed a wish to rest, and they 
selected a grassy spot to sit in, where the silvery light was clear. After 
a little pleasant conversation, he shyly asked: 

“ Does the Princess look any like you ?” 

“Oh, dear, no! Not at all! She is quite of a different type; 
still, she has been much admired.” 

“‘ Has she little blue wings ?” was his next question, which pain- 
fully disclosed the poor fellow’s ignorance of everything above his 
own plebeian sphere. 

The fairy politely endeavored to 
conceal. her merriment, but he 
caught a glimpse of her dimpling 
and averted cheek, and flinging 
himself down, much embarrassed, 
mingled his long hair with the 
grasses. 

“I don’t care whether they are 
fashionable or not with princesses,” 
he muttered; “I think they would 
become anybody.” 

“ How xaif she will find you!” 
his companion said, and looked 
away with a little sigh, then patted 
his head in a godmotherly way. 

Thus encouraged, he brightened 
up a little and ventured another 
observation. 

“How nice it is to sit with a 
fairy in the moonlight! I should 
rather be here than in the castle 
pantry. My grandfather used to ~ 
tell me about fairies, but I never 
saw one before.” 

Ingenuous as he was, he omitted to 
mention that his grandfather had laid special © 
stress on their not being respectable. He did} 
not believe it, as he looked at the stately Wit 
figure at his side; so he added with some. enti 
siasm: ‘“ Honestly, 7 don’t find them objecti6 
able!” 
“Well, how very nice of you!” replied the other, with some 
asperity, for she felt her. family to be quite as fine as his, goodness 
knows. 

“But we must be getting on,” she added more kindly, for he 
seemed rather taken aback. ‘The Princess will be waiting, and so 
furious, no one can get within twenty feet of her.” 


Now, as soon as this was said, she recognized, with remarkable 


intuition, that it was not, perhaps, the very best thing to say to hasten 
the noble lady’s rescuer; so, to quiet him, she began to tell of what 
pretty Spring gowns Her Highness had just received from Paris. But 
the woodcutter’s son plodded on, too much engaged with peeping, 
sidelong, through his windblown locks, at his airy escort to be greatly 
interested ; — besides, he had never heard of Paris. . 

During the early part of their progress the godmother had found 
it constantly necessary to enchant things into carrots and cheese to 
keep the dragon-slayer anyway amiable; but the dawn now came, the 
breakfast hour passed, and his appetite seemed strangely gone. 
Indeed, when she asked him if he did not really need something to 
sustain him, he wonderingly said it was the first time he had ever 
declined food in his entire life, and would she please let him touch 
one of her little wings with the tip of his finger. He did not seem 
aware of the utter irrelevance of this. 

All that day they journeyed on, and not until the moon once 
more had risen did they halt for rest. A long time they sat silent, 
listening to the night wind in the trees above them. At last he said: 

“1 wish yow were in the tower.” 

She did not ask why; it seemed wiser not to do so, and she just 
put her hand up to quiet her fairy heart. Really, she told herself, it 
seemed a trifle crude in one who had been so long piloting handsome 
Princes about to mind what a woodcutter’s son said. 

Being a woman fairy, however, she could not help inquir- 
ing: 

“ Would you kill my dragon for me?” 

“ Would I?” he cried, and rose up in such magnificent wrath, 
circling his ax about his enhaloed head, that she had all she could do 













to make him sit down again, without actually resorting to enchant- 
ment. 

“There! There! That ’s all right, and you are a very nice, 
belligerent boy,” she said, trying to make light of it. He sat down 
at last and began to whistle a little tune, and when she politely asked 
if there were any words to it he gazed at her, absently, for a moment 
in a way that made her suspect he was making them up, and then 
began to sing: 

**T love a fairy love — unhappy I! 

I to the earth, alas! she to the sky. 

I with the things that toil — the things that die. 
I love a fairy love — unhappy I! 


‘**T ask the flowers ahd the rivers why, 

Though for her sake to spend my 

, strength I sigh, 

Thus dull I plod, while she doth flit 
and fly ? 

I love a fairy love — unhappy I!” 


ie) 


“ Well, I never —!” whispered 
the poor little fairy godmother and 
could say no more. ‘Though, 
perhaps, the less said the better 
about his voice — poor fellow, he 
had never even heard of the 
Italian method—there was no 
. denying that his nose was abso- 
lutely perfect. 

After a considerable pause he 
remarked to the moon, in tones 
the sincerity of which it were 
absurd to doubt, that he did n't 
care a rap whether that Princess 
ever got out of her tower or not.” 

“Well, if it comes to that,” faintiy 

rejoined his companion, “I don’t 
ss especially, either. She was never a very 

«pleasant Princess, and” — she bent her 
(© ~,head to hide her lovely blushes — “ I never 
like the idea of wasting you upon her.” 
en the woodcutter’s son opened his arms, 
véry much like a Prince might have done it, and 
in a moment he was feeling the little azure wings 
fluttering against his cheek. 

“ Could a fairy live in a woodcutter’s hut?” he asked, generously 
adding: ‘Of course, you could enchant things around to suit your- 
self.” 

“Oh! With that carte blanche I shall have everything to suit in 
a jiffy, and, I admit, I am a bit particular. How lovely it will be to 
have the curtains and carpets match your hair! and, anyhow, I was 
getting so tired of that godmother business! As for the Princess, 
some Prince is bound to happen along and rescue her — they 
always do in a fairy story; so we can just dismiss that from our 
minds.” 

Then he took her on his shoulder, and, carrying the little dress- 
suit case, they returned the way they had come, and — lived happy 
ever after. ‘ 









O'Neil! Latham. 
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CLEVER SOLOMON QUIGGS. 


ON’T YOU THINK,” suggested Solomon Quiggs, tentatively, 
“that we might elope ?” 


/ 


: { " hd) vee . . 
NZ rhe prospective bride shook her head. 


J 


“Tt would n’t do at all!” she said. ‘“ Notat all proper, 
you know. And, besides, I have a wedding gown that 
really ought to be publicly displayed.” 
“Solomon, having some of the wisdom of his namesake, 
immediately realized that this last argument was unanswerable. 

“Just as you say,” he answered; for on these occasions it is 
always just as the prospective bride says. “I don’t mind the big 
wedding, but I can’t forget that we have a large number of fool 
friends.” 

“True,” she admitted. 

«And what they won’t do to us won’t be worth doing. There 
will be rice in the umbrellas and labels on the trunks and placards 
on the carriage and old shoes in the hat-boxes and yellow ribbons 
on the valises, and like as not a charivari.” 

The girl sighed. 

“Have n’t you some true friend who will inspect everything and 
protect us from these tricks ?” she asked. 

“On such an occasion,” he answered, bitterly, “no friend is 
true. The best are the worst offenders.” 

“Well,” she returned with some spirit, “if I were a man I 
would find some way to stop it.” 

Now, when a woman talks that way after marriage it is quite 
proper to be sarcastic and scornful, but when the remark is made by 
a girl before marriage the man in question knows that he is due to 
give an exhibition of resourcefulness. So Solomon began to do 
some hard thinking. 

“Possibly,” he remarked one day, “we might hire a few detec- 
tives.” 

“Do you think,” she retorted, “that I will consent to be escorted 
from the house like a non-union workman going after a new job ?” 

“How would it do,” he asked on another occasion, “if I had 
the prime-movers in this business waylaid and put on the retired list 
until after the wedding ?” 

“Impossible!” she replied. “Why, we ’ll want them at the 
ceremony !” 

“Of course, of course!” he conceded. “I didn’t think of that. 
But we ’ll be ready to dispense with their services when the wedding 
supper is served. Now, if we could give them a few knock-out-drops 
in the wine it would —” 

“Scandalous!” she exclaimed. ‘It’s a serious matter, but we 
can not stoop to such methods.” 

“Then,” he 
said in despair, 
“| see nothing to 
do except to get 
a big revolver 
and give it out 
cold that I ’ll 
blow the head 
off the first man 
who tries to be 
funny.” 

“1 thought,” 
she returned, in 
a tone of disap- 
pointment and 
reproach, “that 
you were a re- 
sourceful man 
who could be 
unquestion ably 
trusted to care 
for a wife.” 

In the words 
of the song, 
“What could the 
poor man do ?” 
He knew that he 
would be justi- 
fied in resorting 
to any of the 
methods he had 
proposed to dis- 
courage their 
fool-friends, but 


of a chevalier ? 





Miss ROZENSTEIN (romantically ).— Obserfe dot noble-loogking Mr. Levi stand- 
ing dere amid all der resplendence ohf his princely tiamonts! Dondt he remind you 


Mr. Nitzsky.—Ach, no! He reminds me ohf a chandelier! 


a girl’s veto just previous to a 
wedding carries more weight 
than a decree of court. He 
said this much to himself, and 
then he stopped. 

“Ha!” he cried. ‘There 
is yet hope!” 

His smile was as broad as 
a reform party’s platform when 
he appeared for the wedding, 
and he only laughed when one 
of the ushers remarked: “Oh! 
We won’t do a thing to you!” 

“7 presume,” he said, when 
the ceremony was over and 
congratulations were ex- 
tended, “that it is your pur- 
pose to have the customary 
sport with us a little later?” 

“Just watch us!” chorused 
the fool-friends. 

The bridegroom raised his 
hand. 

‘“« Officer,” he called, ‘do 
your duty!” 

“What ’s this?” cried the 
ushers, as a rough - looking 
man in a black suit rose and 
began reading from a paper. 

“A deputy sheriff with an 
injunction,” gleefully answered 
Solomon Quiggs, the ever- 
thoughtful. 

With a cry of “ Foiled!” 
the conspirators slunk away. 


Elhott Flower. 





AWFULLY .CRUEL. ° 


MACBOOTH RANTINGTON (the tragedian, 
loftily).— 1 dread appearing in the street - 

sere a a ie — I attract so much attention ! 
LESSONS DERIVED. His NEw MANAGER (sarcastically). — 


—— a How nice it would be if you could only 
powerful sermon on the 
laborers in the vineyard. 

‘THE FARMER.— Yes, indeed! Whenever I hear that text it 
makes me think how hard it is to get good help and keep’em satisfied. 


on the stage! 


Success, gener- 

ally speaking, 
is the science of 
leaving as little 
as possible to 
chance. 





FROM TIME to 

time the peo- 
ple rise in their 
might, but they 
do seem to get 
tired standing 
up. 


Even THE man 

who has de- 
cided that hap- 
piness is not to 
be found is apt 
to forget his dis- 
covery and keep 
on looking 


AN EXTREMELY 

pretty girl is 
to be pitied, if for 
no other reason 
than that the 


PIQUE. amount of candy 


it will take to win 
her heart is prob- 
ably enough to 
spoil her teeth. 











repeat the performance when you appear 
































M* UNCLE WILLIAM ’s honest, an’ his word ’s as good as gold, 
Dependence can be placed on any story he has told 

Say fifty weeks in ev’ry year, but in the other two 

I would n’t take fer certain anything he says fer true! 

About this time each season seems as though he takes a spell 

Of clearin’ stock from off the farm, old nags one could n’t sell; 

You then may see displayed a wealth of craftiness an’ guile 


When Uncle Bill wears what we call his calm, horse-tradin’ smile. 


A LAPSE FROM GRACE. 


Jes’ like as not two solid-weeks he ’ll sorter loaf aroun’, 
An’ may be hitch up two ol’ nags an’ make a trip to town 
Each day, returnin’ home with two that anyone ’d suit, 
For which he’s traded ‘‘even-up”’ or may be got some ‘‘boot.”’ 
His face is stern an’ serious, with candor overspread, 

An’ piety ’s a restin’ on his good ol’ honest head, — 

But we don’t swaller all the speech he dishes out in style 


When Uncle Bill wears what we call his calm, horse-tradin’ smile. 
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So, if acquaintarce you would form with him an’ be impressed 
With all the sterling honesty of which he is possessed, 

Pray catch him ’tween this swappin’-time and swappin’-time again, 
He would n’t even tell a lie to the assessor, then; 

But, if your eye-tooth you ’d preserve (perhaps it’s dear to you), 
Retain your mental equipoise an’ keep your temper, too, 

Just keep a close watch on them all, you ’Il find it worth your while, 
When Uncle Bill wears what we call his calm, horse-tradin’ smile. 


Roy Farrell Greene. 
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IGNORANCE WAS BLISS. 


‘‘You likee me tellee you what puttee in dishee ?”’ 
‘*Great Scott! No! We want to enjoy it 


9 





STAGE MONEY. 
APY There is no question that the stage is degenerating, falling into 
<2 *. decay, and fast becoming stale, flat and unprofitable, and in 
» ¥ no particular is this better evidenced than in the usage of 
; stage money. 

The only mediums of circulation on the boards 
are gold and green paper. “Give me me g-gold” is as 
ancient as the Greek chorus, while everyone is familiar 
with the oblong pieces of papyrus that do duty in 
stageland as bank notes. During the recent financial 
upheaval, also the upheaval four years before that— 
a period of time-in which William J. Bryan had been 
practically elected to the presidency about sixteen 
times —have the burning questions of the hour in any 
wise irifluenced stage finance ? Not to any appreciable 
extent. Upon the stage, blacksmiths, farmers, light- 
ning-rod agents and other honest folk of unquestioned 
Democratic affiliations have gone on using paper 
and gold with never so much as a thought for 
silver. Yet if silver is ever to be free, where 
could it be freer than upon the stage? 

Still, even in its use of money in general, 
the stage is rapidly falling behind. ‘There was 
a time when we went to the theatre principally 

to be amazed and dazzled by the reckless display 
of munificence and wealth. What a moment was 
ff that when the Marquis de Moneybagg took the 
ancient key from the coal closet, saying, ‘The time 
is come, Sir Gregory, to open the old strong-box and 
hand you those 50,000 ducats! Marry come up.” 
Those were the days when we rejoiced in a stipend of 
$3.50 per week and found, and the richest man we knew 
was worth $13,000 in heavily mortgaged property. We have 
all gone ahead somewhat since then, the stage alone adhering 
to the old conservative style of banking business. 

We remember once seeing a stage concern formed for the 
purpose of prospecting for hidden treasure near Acapulco, 
Mexico, or raising canal boats off Bayonne, N. J., or something 
equally stupendous ; anyhow, when the treasurer of this colos- 
sal operation strode down stage and, to the accompaniment 
of low, tremulous music, announced that the capital stock was 
to amount to ONE MILLION DOLLARS, paid up and non- 
assessable, the excitement was such that a small-fry plutocrat 
in a stage box fainted and four men nearly fell out of the 
gallery. One million dollars, forsooth! Nowadays, some 
men are paid that much as a year’s salary. 

The stage must hustle if it wishes to keep up with the 
procession. Actors should trundle money around in wheel- 
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barrows, or truck it back and forth upon ponderous drays. 
A stage millionaire might make a minor hit by falling out 
of a balloon full of bank notes, provided he hit the floor 
hard enough and the bass-drummer were on hand with 
the proper accompaniment. 

But it is probable that the interest of the theatre- 
going public has gone from the stage financier forever. 
We want novelty, and to furnish this it will be necessary 
to introduce more poor men upon the boards. 
Even the stage pauper of to-day would ' 
have astonished our unsophisticated kd 
grandfathers. Says Herman Hess, if 7, 
the honest harness-maker: “I 
am but a poor workingman, 
Genevieve Gilhooley, and 
all that I have is 
$6,000,000, the 

savings of nine 
long years, and this 
good right arm.” By 

the way, all stage work- 
ingmen are one-armed; at 
least they never make refer- 
ence to any arm save the 


right. “— 
Concerning lucre, there Alten WO 


is one point, however, ona 
upon which stage life 
and real life are to be ~—p 


found entirely alike. OBS 






Poverty almost always -" © 

promotes piety, and the 

lack of money makes DOUBT. 

many a man moral. “Oh! Look at the snake! Is it one of 
IV. S. Adkins. = parte ge whether it’s one 


that bites or one that just scares you to 
death!” 


AN UNFORTUNATE OCCURRENCE. 
Mrs. TiGER.— I expected to see you at the play, last night. 
Mrs. Leoparp.— We fully intended going, but poor George 
was detained at the office till after eight o’clock and, therefore, 
had n’t time to change his spots 


|¥ THE small boy could have his way the fruit of the Christmas tree 
would always be in season. 


THE FARTHER apart are the two sides of a story, the less likely, 
perhaps, is there to be an end to the story. 





DURING THE DISCUSSION. 
THE RaBgit.—Why, your master is n’t hunting rabbits! He’s 
after birds. 
Tur Doc.—Well, he is n’t getting them! He won’t object toa 
consolation prize! 
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POETRY RECITERS. 


It sometimes happens in company that a person will recite a 
poem. Indeed, to face the matter fairly, it happens often, and it is 
likely to happen to anyone. Some people have blamed Evolution 
for this, and have inquired what kind of Evolution we have that 
leaves poetry reciters and reciteresses to flourish while destroying 
and disextanting the harmless dinoceroses, dinosaurs and dino- 
theriums which would form instructive aggregations of mastodonic 
marvels, and which, moreover, if now living, would furnish us price- 
less specimens of extinct monsters. Evolution, however, is not at fault. 
Formerly there was 
no poetry to recite, 
and potential reciters 
did not betray them- 
selves; but now that 
there is poetry to re- 
cite and that the re- 
citers have come out 
in the open and begun 
reciting it, Natural 
Selection will set at 
work, and I make 
bold to say that it will 
not request or consent 
to a conference -with 
Mr. Schwab until it 
has banished these 
viva voce nuisances 
from the earth. I be- 
lieve that Evolution 
will never rest content 
until she has the last 
poetry -reciter under 
some good substantial 
strata of carbonifer- 
ous shale and old red 
sandstone; and it cer- 
tainly seems to me 
that with victory as- 
sured and no risk to 
run we should take 
courage for desperate 
deeds, and at once 
determine to sell our 
lives as dearly as pos- 
sible before the battle 
is over. 

In the first place we 
ought to demand that 
poetry should not be 
read beautifully. By 
beautiful reading I 
mean the kind of read- 
ing that is given us 
by readers of whom 
women say that they 
read beautifully. We 
should send out a 
cartel at once, and 
let it be known that 
this kind of reading 
must be discontinued 
under pain of repris- 
als. 

Another kind of 
reading to be imme- 
diately proscribed is 
the Intelligent style, 
which consists in reading as if with intelligence. This is a mon- 
strous affront to the hearer, inasmuch as it assumes, in return for 
his rare good will in affecting to listen, that he is in need of a 
guide. Moreover, the reader affects to read with the absolute 
intelligence of a Summer Study Circle, and the mind is not yet 
ready for this. When we hear a feminine reciter reciting 
Shakspere, her high spiritual understanding and his simple meaning 
go so ill together that it is like moving through the text on one stilt 
and one plain leg. 

Some people in reading poetry aim to keep in matchless accord 
with the movement of the poem, reading at one time very slowly 





A TYPE. 
‘*T don’t think Paynter is as devoted to Art as formerly.’ 
‘*No? I thought he was wedded to his art.”’ 
‘*Well, I think he married in haste and repented at leisure.” 


and at another time very fastly. We must strictly forbid this use of 
different gears. It is the practice of these readers to start in on 
the first verse of a poem at an ordinary gait, in order to throw the 
hearer off his guard; then to take the second verse with an allegro, 
the third with an accelerando, and after a rallentando and a solemn 
adagio for contrast, to sail into the finale with the whirl and passion 
of a wind-up in a bag-punching contest. 

Other readers make the same use of different pitches. ‘They, 
too, begin in a plain, homelike way, as if they made no pretence; 
but after a moment 
their genius is re- 
vealed, and it is a 
question of sauve gui 
peut, that is, a ques- 
tion of taking French 
leave. A hard middle 
pitch is the woman 
reciter’s favorite when 
she addresses her 
recalcitrant nobles or 
dismisses with scorn 
the suits of presump- 
tuous kings. When 
she addresses Nature 
in the way of bland- 
ishment she uses a 
high key, and a 
higher and still more 
blandishing key is her 
irresistible choice for 
addressing L-L-ove; 
but the highest key of 
all she reserves for de- 
picting terrible strug- 
gles between the Ma- 
terial and the Spiritual 
which are supposed to 
take place above the 
clouds. When a 
feminine reciter, recit- 
ing from a feminine 
tragedy that she has 
written, comes to he 
final renunciation of 
Viadimir’s passionate 
but spiritually imper 
fect love, she hits the 
highest note on the 
piano for four sus- 
tained lines, and then 
walks off into the 
wood, finishing up 
with a gashing sigh 
as if she rubbed a wet 
finger on the front 
window. But it is 
when a woman reader 
uses the deep and 
fearsome bass notes 
that you wish you had 
remained on the farm. 
When a woman re- 
citer turns on the 
‘ower register, and 
descends and _ goes 
down upon the deep 
and fearsome bass 
notes she seems to challenge you to deny that the windows 
rattle and bricks fall from the chimney. ‘Tragedy is borne before 
her bound hand and foot; mortality is a shoreless sea; darkness 
veils the earth and you wonder if potatos will ever be worth the 
market price again. 

This kind of reading is proscribed, and the female drama that 
goes with it (including of course the dramas of Mr. Ibsen) must be 
revised. Vladimir must admit that his name is Frank Haskins, 
and the hypercritical female dramatist must admit of record that 
neither Frank nor anybody else ever made love to her by word 
or deed. ' 


’ 
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IN SOCIETY. 


M*! RESS GWENDOLIN DorROTHY DREWE But one in the number, Johnson Brown, 
Gave a party from eight to two; Had only recently come to town; 

The company all, with main and might, ‘**7 think it ’s stupid! ”’ he, yawning, said. 

Was stylish, bored, and very polite. ‘I’m sure I ’d rather be snug in bed.” 








And he straightway left, while the people stared. 


‘* How sadly provincial!” they declared. 
(And deep in his heart each wished that he 
Dared to pattern on Johnson B.) 


Edwin L. Sabin. 
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CHRISTMAS REGRETS. 


HRISTMAS Day at last is over, 
And (as usual) I find 
I have made a dozen blunders 


To perturb my peace of mind. 


First, I gave that vase to Mabel, 
And I wish and wish and wish 

That I had n’t, for she sent me 
In return a costly dish. 


If I’d only had my sensés 
And had given her the brush 





That I sent away to Mary 
Then I would n’t have to blush. 





What on earth could have possessed me And ’t was, Oh! such a misfortune 


To give Anne a pocket-book ? That I chose a fan for Flo; 
She was just disgusted with it, Edwin gave her one that cost him 
I could tell it by her look. Twice as much as mine, I know, 
Then that lovely cut-glass bottle, And it makes mine look so common, 
With the solid silver stopper, (That ’s my luck sure as I live!) 
Agnes got for this old collar — Something ’s always sure to happen 
Next year I’ve a mind to drop her. To belittle what I give. 
Ethel must have felt like screaming Minnie should have had the tea-set, 
When she got my calendar, Marion the chatelaine — 
For I heard that seven others Then, of course, I did n’t know it: 
Sent the self-same thing to her. Now I see it very plain. 


Well, it’s of no use to worry, 
I have blundered all around; 
But I guess a lot of others 





In the self-same fix are found. a 


Susie AL. Best. 


SOME CONSOLATION. 
Mama.— Why, this is n’t Christmas! It’s to-morrow. 


HER OPINION. 


LITTLE Jounny.— Is n't to-day to-morrow ? CHIMMIE.—I thought you was tryin’ to mash that feller for 

Mama.— Oh, no! half an hour. 

LITTLE JOHNNY.—Well, it’s a good thing yesterday was n’t Liz.— Well, if 1 wanted to mash him I guess it would n’t 
to-morrow ! take me no half an hour! 






bi 
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AS TO FRIENDS. 
Hr.—They seem very much attached to each other. 
SHE.—Oh, yes! She thinks she is the only girl he ever taught to skate. 



























































Wie the East was yet aflame 
Sixteen moon-cheeked Dutchmen 
came — 

With their grain! 
For a stiff breeze came with day, 
Churning white the upper bay, 
Sending rolling clouds of spray — 
Like fine rain! 


As a red disc rose the sun 

And the windmill paddles spun — 
On the hill! 

Creaked beneath the weighty strain, 

Grumbled loud, as though in pain, 

While the miller fed the grain — 
To his mill! 


Then the Dutchmen, drowsy still, 
Stretched beneath the clanking mill — 
On the green! 
Lit their pipes and whittled chips, 
Talked of wars and talked of ships; 
And, then, after sundry sips — 
Slept serene! 


Swifter turned the paddles till— 

Every grain went through the mill — 
To the pail! 

But the Dutchmen rested snug 

On the scrubby hill-weed rug, 

While an empty gallon jug—. 

Told the tale! 


Victor A. Hermann. 
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A MASTER HAND. 


HE KING receives his crown from me; 


The soldier, shield and sword ; 17 OlOK 3 | 
“ os oe - DOW i 
The noble’s robe, the beggar’s rags, ie i LAA ANAL 


The miser’s golden hoard, Ox@ PM A\ 7\ G4) 
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Are mine to give. The blush of o i” 
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dawn 


I summon when I will, 


Or the paling gray of fading day f ont Ram ony \ 
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To shroud in mist the hill. 
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The thunder sounds, the lightnings flash “i 
Whene’er I give command; M 

The snowy blast comes whistling past 
To whiten all the land. 


The desert wild at my behest 
Blooms forth, a verdant mead; 

I raise my hand, Aladdin’s wand, 
A palace rears its head. 


Backward I wheel the centuries 
Or turn the future’s page, 
According to the properties 
I place upon the stage. 
M. W. Pool. 











A GOODLY FLOCK 


” 


“ Wa-al, yes,” said the landlord of the tavern 
at Polkville, Arkansaw, in reply to the inquiry of the 
statistically-inclined tourist from New England, “thar 
are some tollable large families in this vicinity. Lab 
Pritchett’s is the biggest that I know of; I d’ know jest 
presizely how many children he ’s got; but thar ’s so many 


of ’em that whenever a stranger Comes along and sees ’em play- AN AWFUL THOUGHT. 

in’ in the yard he’s about certain to ask, ‘Where ’s the teacher ?’” FERDY,— Deah boy! Have you twied ‘health-food ” ? 
PrERcY.—I have. What an awful thing if they should invent 

WE pon’r pretend to. know just how it will be brought about, but ‘health cigawettes,”” eh ? 


we are nevertheless confident that in the perfect day every man 
will look more important than his butler. 
TOUCHING HIM UP. 
Hr.— I think your father and mother are such charming people! 
SHr.— Yes; it makes me sad when I think that at almost any 
time I may be leaving them. 


POSSIBILITIES. 
“Oh! He ’Il learn to skate after a 
while.” 
“ Well, if he does n’t, he may develop 
into a first-class contortionist!” 


CHRISTMAS MORNING. 


Jounny.— What a lot of things I ’ve 
got, Mama! 

Mama.— Yes, indeed! 

Jounny.—I guess Santa Claus is 
trying to coax me to be good. 





LOOKED THAT WAY. 
Boy.— That coal-man says he won’t deliver any more coal until 
you pay his last bill. 
SHORTAGE.— For heaven’s sake! What does he expect me to 
do — freeze to death ? 





= . a ae a A MAN ought to live in such a way that it won’t take a brass band 
—_- DPB —" ° ’ 
en =a lil to get a crowd out to his funeral. 
sisi am, a 


~ epee 
SS SSS . 
PEOPLE WHO do not marry until they are old enough to know better 


Pail a - . 
: . are not necessarily happier than those people who do. 
TRACING HIS ANCESTRY. 
‘* Barker has a pedigree, has n’t he?” SoME cosy corners are so extremely cosy as to suggest the thought 


“Oh, yes! Claims to be a lineal descendant of Mother that one needs to use a shoe horn, or something of that nature, in 
Hubbard’s dog.” order to get into them. 














will he ? 





comes. 


Mama.— But you must say your prayers just the same. 
Witty.—I don’t see why, when I ain’t goin’ to sleep. 
Mama.— Because you must; —that ’s enough! 
Witty.—Oh—h’m! Now I lay me down to sleep; I pray the 
Lord my soul to keep. If I should die — Say, Mama, if I should 
die, would Santy Claus come just the same ? 
Mama.— Yes, child. 
WiLLy.— Who would get all the things, Mama, if I should die? 
Mama.—Oh! Never mind, you are not going to die. 
Witty.— But I ’ll die sometime, won’t I ? 
Mama.-— Don’t ask any more questions. 
Witiy.— Must I begin all over again ? 
Mama.— No; begin where you left off. 


A PRAYER ON CHRISTMAS EVE. 


AMA.— Now, Willy, say your prayer ! 
Witiy.—Santy Claus won’t get here ’fore I get through, 


Mama.— No. 
WILLy.—S’pose he’s comin’ now ? 
Mama.— Perhaps. 
WiL_ty.— Oh—h’m! 
should forget our number ? 
Mama.— Never mind; he won't forget. 
WiL.y.— But we’ve moved since last Christmas, Mama. 
Mama.—Never mind, dear; he knows where we live. Hurry now! 
Witty.— Now | lay me down to sleep; — but I ain’t a-goin’ to 
sleep, Mama; I’m goin’ to lie awake, so ’s I can see him when he 
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Now begin. 


Now say your prayer. 
Now I lay me — Say, Mama, if he 





Now begin again. 


Now go on. 


a 


Now begin. 
my scent.” 


WILLy.— Where did I leave off ? 


Mama.—‘“If I should die.” 
WiLLy.— But you ain’t a-goin’ to die, Mama ? 


Mama. — No; — 
but that ’s where you 
begin. 

Witty.—If I should 
die before I wake — 
Say, Mama, if I should 
die after I wake, would 
it be the same ? 


Mama.—I_ guess 
so. Now finish your 
prayer. 


WILLy. — Well, 
Santy Claus would n’t 
come, then; would 
he, Mama ? 

Mama. — Certainly! 
Now go on. 

Witiy. — Will he 
be here pretty soon ? 

Mama.— He won't 
be here at all if you 
don’t hurry and finish 
your prayer. 

Witty.—I’ve got 
it most said, ain’t I? 

Mama.—Yes. Now 
go on. 

Wity.—IfI should 
die before I wake — 
Say, Mama, would 
Santy Claus come 
right in here if he 
heard me saying my 
prayer ? 

Mama.— No; he 
would wait till you 
were through. Now, 
then ! 

WILLy.—Would he 
peek in ? 

Mama.—I guess 
so. Now hurry! 

Witty.—If I should 
die before I wake, 
I pray the Lord my 
soul to take— Mama, 
do you s’pose he ’ll 
forget anyfing ? 





Wi...—I did finish it, did n’t I ? 
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OMINOUS. 


THE CAVALIER.—Ah! If the Lady Clare would trust me! 
If the Duke would trust me! If the King would trust me! 
MINE Host.— Marry, I fear he will soon ask me to trust him! 





‘Well! have n’t I warned you against munching gardic: 





y 
A REDOLENT TRAIL. 


‘*T barely escaped an /¢a/ian greyhound, who was hot on 


2%? 


Mama.— No. Now hurry and finish your prayer; it’s very late! 
I’m through. 


Mama.— No; you 
forgot to say “‘Amen.” 

WILLy. — Does 
Santy Claus say his 
prayer, too? 

Mama. — Always, 
dear. 

WiLty.—Who helps 
him say it; his Mama? 

Mama.—I guess, 
likely. Now say 
** Amen.” 

WILLy.—Oh—h’m! 
A-men! Mama, will 
you see Santy Claus ? 

Mama.— Yes. 

Witiy.—Tell him 
not to forget anyfing. 

Mama.— Yes, dear. 
Good-night ! 

WILLy. — Say, 
Mama, I fought I 
heard somepin’! 


Mama. — I guess 
not. Good-night! 

WILLy. — Say, 
Mama! Mama! 


Did n’t you fought 
you heard somepin’ ? 
(Exit Mama in hot 
haste.) 
Joe Cone. 


INCOMPREHENSIBLE. 


Jimmy.—Ah! There 
ain’t no Santy Claus! 

Tommy. — Well, if 
there ain’t, it’s funny 
me father never found 
it out! 


|r Is quite apparent 
that Sant« Claus is 

not engeged in an 

anti-noise crusade. 
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MORE IMPORTANT. 


‘You don’t mean to say that Jack thinks May a good player?” 


‘*Oh, no! but he thinks she is a charming player.’’ 
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THE BACHELOR’S CHRISTMAS. 





HE bachelor sits in his den, strewn o’er 
With tissue paper and string galore, 
And stares about at the Christmas joy, 
And tips each ravenous messenger boy. 


Ww 
(. He looks, with a puzzled and weary gaze, 
yy fad On the eight pipe-racks, and the ten ash-trays ; 
SS On knitted slippers of ev’ry size, 
On shaving sets and hideous ties. 


On the Omars (six) in satin and silk, 
‘ On the flasks (assuredly not for milk); 
On cases and boxes with silver crests; 
On calendars, bookmarks, and other pests. 


On cigars, of course— for the annual jokes 
Seem ne’er to diminish Christmas smokes; 
On many a brush with ebony back, 

On corkscrews—and stuff just bric-a-brac. 


And the bachelor groans: ‘‘ Indeed, they may 
Pity a bachelor Christmas Day! 
Was ever a chap so downright harried ? 
I wish to the deuce that I was married !” 
Edwin 1. Sabin. 


Santa Ciaus may be Dutch but no one will claim that he is 
un-American. 


CHOICE. 


“I prefer Battenberg to cookery!” 

Observing that her entourage were 
by this, she added: 

“‘ Because, you see, in Battenberg, 
anything proves a failure, you may still 
use it for a Christmas present!” 


FORGIVENESS. 


Presently I tire of quarreling thus 
with my wife. 

“Forgive me!” cry I. 

“There is nothing to forgive!” she 
protests, generously; “for you are in 


9? 


the wrong! 


THE EMBARRASSMENT OF IT. 

SHE.— Why do you dislike to go to 
concerts ? 

Hr.— Well, to tell the truth, it’s be- 
cause I’m always afraid I'll say “ How 
beautiful!” after a number when I 
ought to say, “ How wonderful!” 


if 


said she. 
in no small degree mystified 


“ALAS! POOR YORICK!” 


Doy’r BE too much afraid of being fooled, or you will miss many a 


pleasant hour. 





APPLICANT. 
could get. 


_ Misrress.—I am not quite satisfied with your references. 
Nayther am I, Mum; but they ’s the best I 























WILLIAMS Soar’ 

















ILLIAMS’ SOAPS are prepared by the only firm in the world making a specialty of 
Shaving Soaps, and represent the skill and experience of more than 60 years devoted to the 
difficult problem of making a perfect soap for shaving. 

All the desirable qualities of a perfect Shaving Soap are found in Williams’ Soaps. All the 
undesirable qualities are carefully guarded against. Williams’ Shaving Soaps are the only recog- 
nized standard for Shaving, and in the form of Shaving Sticks, Shaving Tablets, Shaving Cream, 
etc., are sold by druggists, perfumers and dealers in Barbers’ Supplies all over the world. 


Lonpon  LHE J. B. WILLIAMS CO.  prespen 


PARIS GLASTONBURY, CONN. SYDNEY 

















- PRINCIPAL WAREROOMS 
FOR THE SOH M ER PIANOS 


ARE LOCATED IN 


THE ONLY SALESROOMS IN CREATER NEW YORK FOR 
THE CELEBRATED , 


PRINCIPAL WAREROOMS 
FOR THE SO be M Ee h PIANOS 
PIANOS Boston ARE LOCATED IN 


CHICACO 
MILWAUKEE os PHILADELPHIA 
SAN FRANCISCO PITTSBURGH 
DETROIT ARE NOW LOCATED IN THE NEW SOHMER BUILDING CLEVELAND 
ST. LOUIS FIFTH AVENUE CORNER 22d STREET NEW ORLEANS 
WASHINCTON THE ““SOHMER”’ HEADS THE LIST OF THE HIGHEST GRADE PIANOS INDIANAPOLIS 








WHEN a good resolution is broken it! 
should be replaced immediately by a 
more durable one. 


















| The London Graphic ‘ 
Illustrated London News . 
Pears’ Annual . ‘ ; 
Black & White ; ; 


Pure Rye Whiskey | .Holly Leaves . .  . 





It tastes 


THE VERY BEST | 


“ Christmas Double umber. 
| found just th dy you need. Sold by drug- 
Grand | 4 a, 


ISSUED SIMULTANEOUSLY IN EUROPE AND AMERICA. 
ARE NOW READY: 


UFORTUNATELY, WE can not meet emergen- 
cies by appointment. 


Dr. Kilmer’s SWAMP-ROOT 


Ts not recommended for rit gman 1 but if you 
have kidney, liver or bladder trouble it will be 





| You may havea sample bottle of this great kid- 
ney remedy sent free by mail, also a pamphlet 
| telling all about Swamp-Root and its great cures. 
| Address, Dr. Kilmer & Co., Binghamton, N. Y., 
| and say that you read this in Puck. 











- Price $0. 
+e 


° 


Sketch 


SUPERB AND UNEQUALED CHRISTMAS NUMBERS, 
WITH BEAUTIFUL COLORED SUPPLEMENTS BY LEADINC ARTISTS. 


THE FINEST IN THE WORLD. 


“6 
“ 
“ 


00 


50 


° 





Gentlewoman. -. .  » Price $0.50| ws 

Lady’s Pictorial .. . “ 50/8 FOR A XMAS GIFT 

At Annual... . “ 75/8 PERFECTION 

Le Figaro Illustre, English Text, sid 3.00 N SELF-CLOSING 
* “= TOBACCO POUCH 


e , 

Le Figaro IIMustre, French ‘Text, 
° « Price $0.50 Operates automati- 
cally, pours easily (see 

illustration ), does not 
‘ bulge the pocket. To- 
bacco cannot spill; simple and convenient. 
Every pipe or cigarette smoker should have 
one. Pipe or paper iu one hand — pouch in 
other. Made in tan calf or black kangaroo 50c 
and seal 75c; mounted with sterling silver $1.25 








old because 
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it is old 











CAHN, BELT & CO., 
Baltimore, Md. 





Ask for 
MARYLAND | 
CLUB think of man? 





And see that you get st 





ALL NEWSDEALERS AND 


-THE INTERNATIONAL NEWS COMPANY, 


Nos. 83 & 85 DUANE STREET, NEW YORK. 


FOUND HIM SO. 
First MicropeE.— What do you | 


"IMPORTERS AND EXPORTERS OF NEWS- 
PAPERS, PERIODICALS AND BOOKS. 


Subscriptions Received for any Periodical, Foreign or Domestic. 


SECOND MicrosBeE.— Why, I re- 
gard man as a very useful animal! 








“The Damascus of America.” 


THE METROPOLIS 
OF THE 
MIDDLE WEST. 











Denver, called-by some ‘‘ The Queen City of the 
Plains,’’ is one of the most beautiful cities.in the 
United States, and the view of. the Rocky Mountains 
from its Capitol Hill is one of the grandest scenes 1n 
the world. You can reach Denver in two days from 


New York or Boston by the 


NEW YORK CENTRAL LINES 


and their connections. 

The gold output of Colorado last year was nearly 
thirty million dollars, or about six million dollars 
greater than in 1899. A visit to Denver is always 


interesting and profitable 


A copy of No. 21 of the ‘‘Four-Track Series,” ‘*Round the 
World in 60 Days,"' will be sent free, post-paid, toany address, 
on receipt of a postage stamp, by George H. Daniels, General 
Passenger Agent, New York Central & Hudson River Railroad. 
Grand Central Station, New York. 








| 
| 








and $1.50. Any smoker will appreciate oneasa 
Xmas gift. For those desiring ‘something 
better’’ we make them with gold and silver 
monograms or name plate — prices on applica- 
tion. For special designs order now and avoid 
Xmas rush, Reference Bradstreet Mer. Agency. 
SELF-CLOSING POUCH CO. 
Room 12064, Fullerton Bldg: ST LOUIS, MO. 





ONE DOOR EAST OF BROADWAY. 
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TOO. COMPREHENSIVE A _ RESTRICTION. 


”? 


‘* The bird ‘is n’t doing you any harm! 
‘‘Well, what ’s the good of abean-shooter. if -you can’t-hit 


anything that’s doin’ you no harm ?”’ 


: : . an gee nl Pile and Fistula Cure. 

quae MEDAL AT PAN-AMERICAN EXPO. | Sample treatment Red Cross Pile and Fistula 
SITION. Dr. Siegert s Imported Angostura Bit- Cure and book on pile¢ free to any address. 

Phe only Genuine. Avoid domestic substitutes. Rea Co., Dept. 26, Minneapolis, Minn. 
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THE ONLY DISTINCTION, AND THAT A VITAL ONE, BETWEEN 


S tein=Bloch Clothes 


AND THE GARMENTS OF THE 
BEST CUSTOIM-TAILOR, IS THE PRICE. 


STEIN- BLOCH Suits and Overcoats, $15.00 and Upwards. 


WRITE FOR 
BOOKLET G, 
'l’s FREE! 
The STEIN-BLOCH CoO. 
Wholesale Tailors, 
ROCHESTER, N. Y. 
















































GREAT 











Christmas and Hew Wear's 


made Merrier and Happier by 


WESTERN 
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CHAMPAGNE 























—the only Gold Medal winning American Champagne 
at the Paris Exposition—is aiding materially in making 
this possible, by its purity, perfection, and popularity. The 
equal of imported in quality, yet less than half the price. 








PLEASANT VALLEY WINE CO. 











Sole Makers, = 
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Sold by all Kespectable Wine Dealers 





- Rheims, N. ». 

















ACCEPTABLE anp | 
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INTERESTING 
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AMONG “HE “RINGS 
FAaT XMAS BRINGS 


CLEAR AND FREE 
IN A REVELRY 
"HAT Makes BETTER FRIENDS OF ‘You AND ME. 





WHAT 1S BETTER “HAN LAUGHTER RAT RINGS 
=o > 
ATs ded 

5 *%. 


y 
gusnenssioes — nee aids a 
fle 2 
ARE YOU > el 
ACSE 5a 
Y, P M. € Gg 3% 
As | nes ore pteaseete - Paks 
aumaunce that Chrough the os 
FOR A GOOD, hivdsrese of 
NM. Upsors Pirenont 
Full lughten yor fomme fot | 











Christmas Present O 


t_ 


HERE IT IS. 
Al Year’s Subseription to Puck 
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».and Puck’s Christmas Card 


0850550550550 550 550590508558 598 550500598 598 558 598558 598558 
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965065065015 065 065010062 060010 0600000600080 O LOS 





se 
Many people have, no doubt, often thought of a year’s subscription to PUCK as This card, (size 7x434 inches, ) printed in five colors and gold, is truly a work 32 
of art, worthy of a place in an Album, or to be framed, thus being a perpetual - 
>mind f the giver. The names of the giver and receiver a vinted on tk 
eooA SUITABLE CHRISTMAS PRESENT... pone an, tillage ae 
ie hae eed om inns, wring tii st welion Re sermon Now, here is something tangible to give; : 
© present areceipted bill from the publishers ; but as thisis . 
like putting the price-mark ona present, that plan has never been popular. It remained To send by mail to distant dear ones; 30 
for PUCK to overcome this difficulty. If you desire to present a subscription to Puck to To put in the stocking, or to lay under the Xmas tree. % 
anybody, send us Five Dollars, and his (or her) name and address, which will be Remember, there is no charge for the Card (which, by the way, comes in a fine 
entered in our Subscription book for one year, and receive from us by return of envelope), nor for the printing in of the names; our only aim is to show our ° 
mail a Card designed by C. J. TAYLOR, of which the above reduced sketch gives friends a unique way of making a suitable Xmas present. - 
the design in outline Address PUCK, NEW YORK. 
—_ so 
95505590550 9. 0550558550 











DOYOUENTERTAIN?, 


EN CENTS IN@IN ORSTAMPS 
WeWny SENp You Our NEw. 


VHEREVER 
FINE WHISKIES 


\PPRECIATED 


RED TOP 
High BALI 


ADV GW er 


FERDINAND WESTHEIMER é- 


DIST] l LERS 


ADDRESS ART MENT 


SONS 


Manhattan Theatre ne von 


MRS FISKE 


and her company in 


THE UNWELCOME MRS. HATCH. 


An Every-day Drama by MRS. BURTON HARRISON. 














23 YEARS 
the Standard of 
Excellence 


ONLY TRUE 





B’way & 33d St. | 





SANITARY UNDERWEAR 


ALL WEIGHTS FOR ALL WANTS 
ILLUSTRATED CATALOGUE FREE | 
16 West 23d Street 
NEW YORK: 155-157 Broadway 
BROOKLYN: 


504 Fulton Street 
BOSTON: 230-232 Boylston Street. 
PHILADELPHIA: 924 Chestrut Street 
CHICAGO: 


82 State Street 
Agents In ali Principal Cities 








For Over Sixty Years 


Mrs. WINSLOW’s SooTHiInG Syrup has been used for over 
SIXTY YEARS by MILLIONS OF MOTHERS for their 
CHILDREN WHILE TEETHING, with PERFECT SUCCESS 
IT SOOTHES THE CHILD, SOFTENS the GUMS, ALLAYS 
all PAIN : CURES WIND COLIC, and is the best remedy for 
DIARRHEA. Sold by eg de in every part of the world 
Be sure and ask for * Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup,” and 


take no other kind. 25 cents a bottle. 


It not only gives a high, glowing,dur- WY 
able polish to all metals, but the polish 


Bar Keepers Friend| 


lasts, it willshine on! It benefits all metals, minerals 0: 
wood while cleaning them. 25c 1 Ib box. For sale by , Be 
gists and dealers. Send 2c siost for fe oa to ‘George 
William Hoffman, 295 E. W 














INSIST ON 


NOVENA RYE 


owt 197 A UL OD me 4010) bo) a 

















Send name to 
Department P 
and receive the 


handsome book 
“ After ~ Dinner 


Stories’’ Free. 








Old Whiskey, 
that Tickles 
the Palate 
and Stimulates 
the Ambition. 



































Bottled by EAGLE LIQUEUR DISTILLERIES. 
RHEINSTROM BROS. CINCINNATI, 


pe: 




















HIS ERUDITENESS. 
GABE GANDERSHANK.— The law says — 
JosH Honk.—Huh! What do you know about the law? 
GABE GANDERSHANK.—I know all about it! MHain’t I been 





takin’ care of old Judge Grimm’s horses for three years ? 

| 

No menu is complete without Cook's Imperial | 

Extra Dry Champagne on it. If not on ask | 
for it. 


The healthy man fights life’s battle best. Abbott's, | 
the Original Angostura Bitters will give you enduring 
| hea senich. Get them at druggists. 


EHICH VALLEY RAILROAD 


Creat Double Track Scenic Highway between NEW YORK, — 
and BUFFALO, NIACARA FALLS and CHICACO. Address Chas. S. Lee, 
Ceneral Passenger Agent, New York, for illustrated descriptive matter. 




















HARPER 


RYE 


THE WORLD’S BEST 
BY EVERY TEST 


Gold Medals at New “gree ria 
Chicago, 1893; Paris, 1900. . 

If local dealers cannot supply it, mn 

dress the distillers, 


BERNHEIM BROS., 
Louisville, Ky. 








“Standard of Highest Merit ” 


ISCHER 


PIANO 


“The embodiment of tone and art.” 


33 UNION SQUARE—WEST, 
Between 16th and 17th Streets, New York. 








__ HENRY LINDENMEYR — 
== AND SONS= = 
= Paper Warehouses = = 
2a 36 Bleecker “St.= 


= AND = 
































































































































: ?P. 0. Box 2865 = 
-_Telephene 145 Song 
=== NEW YORK, = 


=A kinds of paper made to order. = 






















































































A Perfect Form 


Send for the ‘‘Standard Chart of Physical 
Culture.” Hang it on the wall of your 
bed-chamber. It shows you by carefully 
a illustrations and instructions 
ow to develop your body to the ideal of 
perfection. Sent for 10c., in stamps or 
silver to cover expenses, State sex. 


5th Avenue School of Physical Culture 
DEPT. No. 1., 114 FIFTH AVE., NEW YORK 








ane nena Habit cured in 10 
20 days. No pay till cured. 

Write oR. J.L. STEPHENS CO, 

Dept. I. 1. Lebanon, Ohie. 




































Don’t Pay the Price of 
Pure Beer and not get it 


Schlitz Beer and common beer cost about the 
same at your dealez’s. 


Why should you not have the best? 


Schlitz Beer costs twice as much as the com- 
mon kind in the brewing. 


Why should you not have the benefit ? 


Schlitz Beer is pure and healthful; made of 
the costliest materials; brewed in absolute 
cleanliness; cooled in plate glass rooms; filtered, 
then sterilized after it is bottled and sealed. 


Why pay the same for a beer that isn’t? 


Schlitz Beer is aged in refrigerating rooms 
for months before it is marketed. It does not 
ferment on your stomach like green beer. It 
doesn’t cause biliousness. 


Why drink a beer that does ? 


There can be no impurity in clean beer; no 
microbes in sterilized beer; no headaches in aged 
beer. Schlitz beer has 
for 50 years been the 
standard of the world be- 
cause of its healthfulness. 

When you find this 
brand on the bottle you 
have the very best beer 


that money can buy. 
Ask for the Brewery Bottling. 








d.L. STACK 











a | DANGEROUS. 
BRAMBLE.— | attended a chafing- 


e(4 5 | dish party last night. 
| 3 ‘THORNE.— What were the casu- 


| alties ? 


ADVANCING. 

: Tourist.—Are the Indians 

around here making any progress? 
WESTERNER.— Sure! Their medi- 

cine man is a patent-medicine man. 


live ‘Gil 


appreciated 
by connoisseurs 
for its 






QUAINT. 


| Ma’amselle, in quaint old Quebec 
Went skating and fell on her neck. 





Delicate Were ’t the neck of another 
(Say, some man not her brother), 
laver -— ’T would cause noremark in Quebec. 


To ERR is human, but to rub it in 


(Norank smell nortaste, ¢ apap 
that we did is inhuman. 


so frequent in some ] 
brands of Olive Oil) 

# | NEwLy weD, the wife speaks to her 
, r husband of her latest gown as a 
‘Gil of Olives only surprise she has for him; but after- 


S. RAE & CO. Estab. 1836 wards, with womanly insight, she gets 


i LEGHORN, ITALY F 3 to understand that nothing can pos- 
t4 tm 464 wo 444 cme 49 me 4 44 sibly be a surprise for him any more, 


Suaranteed Pure 























IGARETTES 

















THE GRAND OPERA SEASON. 
The songstress was in wretched voice to-night. 
“ Bravo! Bravo!” cry men in the boxes, nevertheless. 
For two months, now, these men have been taking instruction in shouting 
“Bravo!” as they shout it abroad. 
It is no fault of theirs that the songstress is in wretched voice. 


LookinG at feminine attire the wonder is not so much that a woman has no 
pocket as that her husband has any pocket ; it being the law of evolution that 
desuetude makes for extinction. 


es meneame ane ara nan 
\ << poke, €Z, ~ by \\, 
a 
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Uh 
ACHRISTMAS 
GIFT 

of a Government Bond for*10,000 
would please your wife,wouldn’t it ?— 

It would please you, too, to be able to 
give 1t — but perhaps you cant. 

You can, however- if yoware in good 
health — make an investment that will give 
your wife—in the event of your death—an 
absolutely safe Gold Bond bearing 5% 
interest. Or the Bond will become your 
property in fifteen or twenty years if you ltve. 

SEND TO-DAY for full particulars of this Bond on this coupor 
© Mwy C4 


THE EQUITABLE LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY, | 
Dept. No. 26 120 Broadway, New York. 
Please send me information regarding your new issue of Gold 
Bonds. Base figures on a block of & issued toa 
man............... years of age. 
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ou do drink, 
7 SN 
RNA hg 


Merry Christmas! 


‘ 


drink , 4 

a 
‘Ny 

’ e€ 


“Here ’s a bottle and an honest friend.! 
What would you wish for more, man? 

Who knows before his life may end, 
What his share may be of care, man?” 











10 years old, aged 


by time, . 
“not artificially. Whiskey 





BALTIM moReRY }ALTIMOR patrimoreRYE | 
WM Lan {AN &SON A & WM LANAHAN @&SON 


BALTIMORE “HIS CONDITION. 


DEACON SHINPAW.— How am yo’ wife dis saasieia Brudder Slewfoot ? 
BRUDDER SLEWFOooT.— Po’ly, sah, I gibs yo’ thanks; but still able to 





Green Label. 


AT ALL FIRST-CLASS DEALERS. 











exasperate. 





< 
unter Py 
Te OPERA and FIELD GLASSES Gold Medal, Paris,1900 


Made under the patronage of the famous Astronomer. 


a4 
E Faultiess construction, great power. From $5.00 up. 
4 See thet the name “Flammarion” is on each glass 
: ” EtaMeyprowt Two Stores ose 2. 23° St New York 


25 wW.é2cst 











is unexcelled for the IN THE WINDOW HE PASSED. 


DEACON WAYBACK (after his trip to A 


ew York).—In one show-winder 


Cheer and Hospitality [ passed there wuz some Cuban girls makin’ cigarettes. 


Mrs. Waypack.— The brazen things! 


Did they make ’em very fast ? 


Deacon Waypack.— Did they? Wa-al, yew ’d’a’ bin surprised to see 
; ) I 


OF THIS HAPPY SEASON the heap they made in an hour! 





Sold at all first-class cafés and by jobbers ; 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md. 5 O ky 3 R’ S B | | | (3 R S 











A. RARE. WOPY. 


- Mrs. Goruam (freesingly ).— 
I suppose you ’re well pleased ut / N 
with yourself for being out so OL] HITE Oye 
late last night ? 
Mr. GorHam.—You bet I UAP 
* 
home I secured a morning 


am! 
IVhirrnal that was n’t marked Too late 


Mrs.. GotHam. — Indeed! 
And why, pray ? 
“< Extra. bell Vy PE ee ae, o , J old cig 


Mr. GoTHAM.— On my way 


HE THOUGHT HE DID. 

‘TEACHER.— Are you sure you 
understand what is meant by 
‘‘ appellation ?” 

Pupit.—Oh, yes! It ’s like 
when the fellers call Tommy 
Smith “ Mugsy.” 


To Avoid Chapped Hands and Face use ‘‘471!” White Rose Glycerine Soap 


ee ee ee ee ITS TRANSPARENCY IS A SIGN OF ITS PURITY AND 
not much dispute about it, RANSPA 
but when Right thinks it is Might 1S PENUNE © ULL 


it neyer has any trouble about manuractuneo ay FERD, MULHENS, COLOGNE o0/R, GERMANY 
getting on a match with an un- SOLE U. S. AGENTS, MULHENS & KROPFF, NEW YORK. Send 165¢. in stamps for a full size sample cake 
known. 








The best stomach regulator. None better in mixed drinks. 





| TRUTH. 


Years pass. 


9? 


“ Heirlooms! 





my first smoke. 


WILLIs.—I did n’t die. 


bility to wear big whiskers. 


"»9 





crying “ Nice eating apples! 























* GOUT & RHEUMATISM Fan . SETTER. | [__ YOUR SWEETHEART KNOWS 
Rossins.—Is your new pastor superior to your former one ? UNTHER’S ‘CANDIES pee 
UncLe Apre.— Yes, sah! He keeps more folks awake, sah! HOW CHEAP BUT HOW GOOD. welt your dealer don’ bare a we will 

“™P0'| To ho tet elected #20" i box fer slated 92.2 
| FortunaTELy for the devil, it’s a man’s soul he wants to buy, and not his dog. | [«F. “GUNTHER, 214, Stato Street, Chicago, IM 








A woman pawns three chairs 
and a table for forty-seven cents. 


The woman’s great - grand - 
daughter buys the chairs and the 
table for three thousand dollars. 
says this per- 
son, unblushingly, to such as call. 

This fable teaches how that the 
truth is mighty and will prevail 
in the most unexpected quarters. 


SURE TO REMEMBER IT. 
WIL.LIs.— I shall-never torget 


WALLACE.—What happened ? 


|F, AS IS SAID, women doctors 

find it difficult to win the con- 
fidence of their own sex, it is 
doubtless because of their ina- 


AFTER THAT, Eve probably kept 
a broomstick handy for any 
fellow who might come along 

















ECLU BCOCKIAILS § 


No Friend Like An Old Friend. 


In these je 
days of amul., 
tiplicity of 
brands, it is 
refreshing 
to turn to 
an oldf 








one which | 
does not Gg 
have to be 
taken on f 
faith. 
Years of 
ow experience have made 
aud ‘‘Club Cocktails’’ the perfect blend of liquors that they are, 
“| and years of use have made them household words all over the 
bud country. Ask at any hotel, c'ub-house, druggist, or fancy 
vi grocer, which is the best, and the answer everytime will be the 
fi ‘Club Cocktails.”’ The secret of their well-deserved popularity 
uf is that they are made entirely by actual weight and measurement, 
from the best quality of liquors, and kept six months before 
ug being bottled, thus ensuring a perfect drink. 
mas, The ‘‘ Club Cocktails’’ are made in seven varieties: Man- 
m | hattan, Martini, Vermouth, Holland Gin, York, Tom Gin, and 











ie Whiskey, all of the same uniform high grade, and all worthy of | 









bd a place in the cellar of every connoisseur in the land. 
be The only brand of Cocktails listed by the best houses in 
this country. Also served on the buffct and dining cars of the 


ud aw railroads. 
md . F. HEUBLEIN & BRO., Sole Proprietors. 
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bf 29 me..2., New York. Hartford, Conn. 20 nhenctrnire A London. bg 










ROLLING. | 
| I regarded the fellow with the 
utmost severity. 
| “Think,” I exclaimed, ‘of the 
time you have spent rolling cigar- 
jettes! If you had employed this 
in log-rolling, you might be to-| 
day the President of the U sited | 
States, and have the degree of | 
LL. D. from Harvard!” 
From the fact that he a 
his hands and wept bitterly, I} 
shrewdly conjectured that he was 





CARMEL SOAI NUNS 





















SOLD BY ORUGGISTS & GROCERS IMPORTED BY 
A KLIPSTEIN & CO. 
122 PEARL &T. SEW YORE. 


















not unaffected by my representa- [nN THE Pursuit of Wealth some of us seem to 


tions. 


RESTING EASY AMID DANGERS. 


“Does all this talk about the 
disease- germs we inhale scare 
you?” 

‘Naw! I bank on the fact 
| that even germs have their antag- 
onisms, and may get together and 
kill each other.” 


HARD ON THE POET. 

CLuBLeIGH. — | understand 
that Stanza has a nom de plume. 

JoKELEIGH.— You mean 
“alias,” don’t you? 








JUST SO. | 
EASTERN Tourtist.— My Gra- | 
cious! Does the wind blow this | 
way all the time? 
PROMINENT KansAn.—Nope! 
|Sometimes it turns around and 
‘blows the other way. 





|F some people realized what 
nuisances they are, would they 

reform? No; but they would 

enjoy life a good deal more. 


be following a mighty Cold Trail. 





Bausch 6 Lomb 
Plastigmat f-6.8 


The Perfect Photo Lens, as the above picture made 
with it shows, is fast enough for the fastest work, 
and in addition, has the proper length of focus for 
the best pictorial results, the highest optical cor- 
rections and either combination may be used separ- 
ately for long distance or portrait photography. 
Booklet with five difficult pictures mailed free. 
Buy your camera with it. Buy it for your camera, 


Bausch & Lomb Optical Co. 
New York ROCHESTER,N.Y. Chicago 








UCK’S PROSPECTUS... 








PVUCK. is always progressive. 


For 1902 


Twenty-five years of 





experience have enabled us to make it the best comic 





paper in the World, and we shall keep it so during 1902 








Puck for 1902 | BAKER-BAKER’S funny side of Animal-life. 


Striking Cartoons on Topics of Social and Political Interest by KEPPLER and PUGHE. 
Piquant Sketches by “ O’NEILL.” 
Character Studies by F. A. NANKIVELL, Creator of “ The Nankivell Girl.” 
“Society ” Illustrations by S. D. EHRHART. 

Pictures of “ Ye Olden Time,” by L. M. GLACKENS. 
“Country” and “Slum” Scenes by W. H. GALLAWAY. 


Miscellaneous Illustrations by other members of the largest staff of artists employed by any comic paper. 
Humorous Articles and Poems by WILLISTON FISH, ROY FARRELL GREENE, EDWIN L. SABIN, TOM 


Will Contain ; MASSON, ROY L. McCARDELL, FRANK ROE BATCHELDER, TOM P. MORGAN, WM. E. 








well-known writers. 


McKENNA, CHAS. BAT TELL LOOMIS, CON. C. CONVERSE, MADELINE S. BRIDGES and many other 


The CHRISTMAS PVCK,, 48 Pages, Printed in colors throughout, always the leader among Holiday Publica- 


tions, will be better than ever in 1902. 


New Subscribers for 1902 will also receive the CHRISTMAS PUCK. for 1901. Two Christmas Numbers and 


the entire year of 1902 at the Regular Subscription Price of $5.00 per year. 
Address PUCK, Puck Building, New York. 


SEND IN YOUR ORDERS NOW! 





























Amid the festivities of Christmas-tide one 


often finds the greatest charm of picture taking. The children, the 


children's tree, the visit at the old home, the flash-light at an 
evening gathering, the merry sleighing party, the home portraits 
of one’s friends—all these offer subjects that have a_ personal 


interest, that one cherishes more highly as the years go by. 


“KODAK” Stands for all that is 
Best in Photography. 


KODAKS, $5.00 to $75.00. EASTMAN KODAK CO. 


BROWNIE CAMERAS, $1 and $2. 


Christuias Booklet, free at the Rates 0. ¥ 
dealers or by mail, ° . . 











